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You can’t understand how this feels. 

Knowing that one day, without any warning... 

It’s all going to be 

destroyed 

















ANY 6&C0W 
NOW... 









































04A(?A/ UP! 
M0(?N IN6 
M££TIN6. 



















































































































^GO AH£AP ANP 6£T TM06e^ 
YAWN6 OUT NOW- W^ PONT lA/ANT 
ANY OT THAT PU(?IN6 M0(?NIN6 
^ M^^TINO/ PO IA/£? 



x5 



1 

X 



















































































Tim 16 APPROACHING/ VGRH GOON, TW£ 
PCAHGR, TNG TRHG ONG WITH CONTROL-, IA/IUU 
HGRG, TO PHL-PIU- TNG PURPOGG OP TH 16 INORL-P! 






































^ MANKINP TUPNB \ 
' PPOM THIB TPUTH N 
BeOAUBe THeV CANNOT 
fACZ IT BUT THe IP BOUUB 
WIUU Be JUPOeP BV THe 
k ON^ mo coMPc&ree > 

\ THIB IA/01?UP/ y 


/ I HAVe BeeN THe ~ 
' BI6NB, ANP I KNOW THe ' 

tputh/ thib wopup, me 
ZYierzNce, ib Normo but 
kA 6AM£...A 0>AMe THAT IB, 
MAPe TO Be fVOW/ ^ 


v we HAve auu BeeN \ 
THe eVIU THAT HAB 
OV&PTAK&N MANKINP/ THe 
BOUUB OP HUMANB APe 

porreN, peBTei?ep with 
opeep, HATe, ANoep anp 
sv 01? ueurv/ y 


/ BUOH THIN6B MAPK^ 
A BOUU AB THe eNeMV, 
ANP AB IN evePV 6AMe, 
viotopv ib AOHievep 
lA/neN evepv eNeMV ib 
\ ei?ApiOATep/ X 


ONUV THe ANP 
UN6ULU&P BOUUB OP THOBe WHO 
Bee anp knoia; THe ti?uth ia/iuu Be 
BPApep/ ^ 


y vou poubt THeBe \ 
tputhb/’vou Beeieve 

THAT PePHAPB MANKINP 
OANNOT Be AB BAP AB 
V VOU TPUUV KNOW? y 


/ IN THe PAVB WHeN \ 
' MONBTePB WAUKeP THe N 
eAPTH WITH HUMANB, ANP 
THeV P0U6HT IN A OPeAT 
wap/ humanb Beuievep 
THAT THe MONBTePB 
, WO UUP TAKe THe IP , 
\ BOUUB/ X 


o i HAve BeeN THe > 
BI6NB, ANP I HAVe PeAP 
V THe PeOOPPB/ y 


/ BeoAUBe eveN THe n 
seAere cpa wuino uNpep 
THe eAPTH WOUUP NOT 
, TOUOH BOUUB BTAlNeP 
\ WITH BUOH PILTB! A 


f BUT IN AUU THe ^ 

peooppB, Nevep 
wab oNe BOUU 
BTOUeN/ PO VOU NOT 

L Bee whv? > 


k\lO V 



>y— 

















































r TN£ T IM£ 16 N£AP/ X 
VLtt? VOUP 60UU6 PUP£, ANP 
VOU 1A/IUU 6PAP£P TN£ 
PI6NT£0U6 6KIU- OP TW£ 
PUAV^P, ANP 6££ TH 16 6AM& 
X WON/ X 


X H£apt6 6Hauu X 
/ g£ eceu&e&p aia/av a6 \ 

TH£ PI(?T TH£V AP£, ANP THI6 
IA/OPUP 6HAUU B& 
\TgAUefOeMZP INTO ON£ OP^ 
\ P£A0£ ANP PUPITV/ X 


/ 6PAP£ U6 VOUP > 
6KIUU, ANP IA/£ 6HAUU 

6££ rm ia/opup 

v P£MAP£/ ) 


THI6 IA/OPUP, THI6 < 
r GAM£, P£6P£PAT£UV 1 
AIA/AIT6 VOUP 6KIW-, VOU WHO 
6££K VIOTOPV/ 6HAU- OOM£ 
^ IA/W£N VOU OAUL- OUP J 
NAM£6/ 
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lEiiOTT I 
r iy^£B.Y| 




I N££P TO G£T 60M£ 
THIN66 IN TOIA/N TOPAY... 
ONAI?A/ YOU'UU N££P TO 
OOM£ WITH M£. 




fin 


»MT || 



































































MOM? MAV I 60 
ANP UOOK AT TM6 


U6N. I PO WISH TN6 
OOUONV IA/OUUP PI?OtflPg 
U6MT (?6PUA06M6NT6... 


f AUU I?I6NT > 
JU6T UNTIU I'M 
P0N6. 5UT PONT 
TAUT TO /WV 
V 6T(?AN66(?6. / 


//Y v 
























































I^N'T THAT ONe Of 
THOtt ££UI6I0US 
m\\?Q 06 ? 


^ AH! fPOM THe 

cohonh oom THe 

MIUU/ 


KATI& ZAH^ THeH ^ 
woeenip THe mmTern 
THAT UNP£l? TH£ 
^ MOUNTAIN/ ^ 


NO THeH PON'T, 

ewpio! 


ne ah THen po eo! 


0 *)^ k€f! 


15 


























PI ?£TTV COOU, 
(?l6MTT IT'6 AN 
YU80 TI6£l? 

. 6>VAI?K/ . 


I JUST 60T IT, TOI? 
MV gll?THPAV. 


VOU OAN Gl\/£ IT A 
Tf?V, IT VOU WANNA. 

















































00NTP0UUN6 
THINGS ISN'T 
PUN/ 


WHAT, VOU HAVG /=ZW 
£ONTI?OUUNG THIS? 
THAT'6...THAT POGSN'T 

makg sgnsg/ 


PONT VOU £\/£N 
(^NOW HOW TO PUAV 
WITH 60MG0NG 
, GUSG'S TOV677 , 


I WAS JUST 
Tl?VIN6 TO ££ 
NIOG/ 


//^V/ WHAT THG 
HGUU 16 VOUf? 
PS?06U£Mr7 






























YOU GUY6 A(?& A 

bunoha fee Ate! 


p 



IB 












































I TOW YOU NOT 
TO TAU TO ANY 
6T(?AN6^(?6/ 


rmv 

TO IA/A(?N 
YOU. 


l?OTT£N TO 
TH£ 60(?^. 


AUU OT 
TH£M. 



























-—— 


MAV...I G£T 
SOMETHING foe MV 

s\ erwM? 


' X TOL-P VOU NOT TO > 
TAKG TNGM INTO TNG MAIN 
L VIUUAGG. > 


' NOW UOOK...TWGV'VG N 
AUPGAPV PIOKGP UP THAT 
v INPUUGNOG/ , 


X WON'T BG POING 
THAT AGAIN. 



\_ 

1 

0 

I K 

-L, 


iM. L^$= 


0f 

|T 




























































































































r IT'6 JUST THIN6...1 
I PONT THINK TH& ON& IA/WO 

oauus us wiu. g£ upser 
V OtfgP THAT... J 


W£ HA\/£ 

p&cuzzep this , 
s^upishn^ss 

OOPPOP£6 TH£ 
v H£APT 


IP VOU 1A/ANT ON£ THING \ 
JUST POP VOUPSGUP THIS 
VGAP, N0XT VGAP VOU'UU 1A/ANT 
TWO THINGS. THGN MOPG. 

sgupi eHNeee is Nevee . 
K satispi ev. y 


vo vou 
WANT VOUP 
eOUL- TO 

Become 

tai NTev? 


thgn m pont Neev 
to pisguss it anv 

PUPTHGP. 























































CtfARA 


IT 16 NOT 

pair! 


xjuerpoN'T 

THINK IT ie fAie. 


mw P0£6 JU6T 
0N£ s \PTWPAY 

rneeeNT huzt thz 

eouu? 


/ P0£6 TH& \ 

PUAV££ lA/ANT TH£M 
AUUP MAVg£ 

Tuev'ee th& 
ttifien onz 
\ apounp W£p£. y 


I'M ^0(?(?V 




0 1 

rmrjj 


\ a\ v /iI 


zz 


















































































I'm eoew! 


I-I 6AIP I'M 
60(?(?V/ 


I'M 60(?(?V/ 
I'M 60I?I?V/ 


^ YOU'l?£ GOING TO NGGP TIMG ^ 
TO (?^TMIN(^ THG T£l?l?lgU£ THINGS 
^ VOU 6/W. ^ 



\ \\ 

1 

l_\J 

g§ 



1 






1 

/Tj\*' 

/grA A 





S' ^r' / 

(&/ / 

!u f/ 

vl 

































































































m eMAuu 
eee! 


nee eouu le 
ZOTTZH! Neeo*> 
eepeMPTioN! 


coNpeee to ue vo ue 

WP0NGP0IN6/ 


r xwe BeeN PeeuNO 

TPAPPeO ANP AN6l?V 
k UAT£UV... 


r X IA IA5 PUANNIN6 ON ^ 
P0IN6 NAPM TO MV 
MU eBANP ANP WeN 

eecApm we oouonv , 

. 60IN6 TO MT BBOTT. . 


~ VOU TM0U6MT \P 
VOU mNT TO We 
MOUNTAIN NO 
TBAMei&B f?£TUf?Ne 
T(?OM, VOU IA/OUUP 
Z6CAPZ 

^ OONe£OU£NO£e. A 


r £UT £V£N ON MT ^ 
' BBOTT, VOU OANNOT ' 

me vouiee^uT 01 ? voui? 
, eouu ppom we oNe k 
\ mo OAuue ue/ J 


V > Check 


> DIANE 15 ATK 5 DEF 

> This human thinks they can escape 
consequences. 



In J 

7I 

9\ J 



































































f PUAY£P 1 
££££ ANP KNOIA/6 

youp ooNPeeeioN 

ANP TN£ PUPITY OP 
L YOUP 60UM i 


VOU AP£ H^AUTHY A6AIN, 
P£APY POP TH£IP APPIVAU 
ANP TH£ N£lA/ 1A/OPUP/ 


PO YOU TNI6 
Q^\JOT\OH? €44£ 1A/IUU 
6PAP£P PIGNT£0U6 
e^iuu/ 


MAK£ YOUP PIGHT, 

ANP YOU TOO 1A/IUU 
^ 6PAPGP/ 

















AH0 VOU PPAPV TO 

em we ooop 

MOPNINO 60N6? 


uowMj mpe/ 
XT'6 MP, 
MILO THP 

meNpm, 

MON6T&P! 


VAAAAY/' 


' I'M 60IN6 TO TH£ ^ 
\/IUUA6£ TO ?\C< UP SOM£ 
PAP2P ANP SOAR I'UU &Z 
v SACK eooN. > 


OAN I OOM£ 
TOO? 


s APT£P UA6T TIM^rs, 
NO. TN£ P£OPU£ TN£P£ 
AP£ A SAP INPUU£N0£. I 
PONT lA/ANT VOU TAUKIN6 
1A/ITN ANYONE 0UT6IP£ 
TH£ OOUONY. ^ 


I...I UU6T WANT£P ^ 
TO G£T MOP£ OP TH£ 
GOUP£N PU0IA/GP6. THG 
0NG6 I HA\/£ IA/IUU PIG 
k GOON. 


^ I IA/ANTGP TO ^ 
GGG THG 

PUOIA/GPBGP IN THG 
GOUAPG IA/HGPG 
vTHGY AUU APG... * 


Z 1 




























































































IT'6 JU6T fO-OIA/£l?6. YOU 
PONT N££P TO I?I6K 
A6600IATIN6 WITH 
UNINITIAT£P TOI? TW06£. 


MOM/ PAP... 
IA/W£N 16 TH£ 
PUAY£l? 
COMING? 


600N 


but meN? 


IT P0G6NT MATTGf? 
'IA/NGN' 6P£Clf : ICAUUY/ 
ONA(?A. JU6T NGGP TO 
„ ££ (?£APY AT ANY TIMG. . 


AUU ITG £\/£l? 
H£AI?P 16 IT'6 
'600N'/ 


AUU ANYONE £\/£f? 6AY6 
16 X 600N'/ UA6T YGAI? IT 
IA/A6 X 600N/ ANP TNG 
YGAI? B£fOI?£ TWAT/ 















































































OHATA/ YOU A(?6 A 
CMH-P. YOU 90 NOT 
UNP6T61ANP HOW TH666 
THIN66 WO(?(sr. 


WHAT? TH6 APUUT6 
UNP6f?6TANP?TH6 

u£ap£ i? po£6? 


ITH6'6 60 6MA(?T 
WHY P066NT H6 6AY 
WH6N? 


' IT TH6 PUAY6I? N 
WANT6 TO WIP6 AUU OT 
THI6 HOT(?ieu^ WOTUP 
AWAY/ TH6N WHY PONT 
TH6Y JU6T 60 AH6AP 
v ANP /?0 ITr7 > 


I HAT6 THI6 
WAITING/ 


NATG TNG 
PL-AN GPU 


XNATG * 

wopM 
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r VOU Al?6 60IN6 TO 
P(?666NT V0U(?66Uf TO TW6 
U6AP6(? 60 THAT VOU CAN 
MAK6 VOUI? 60UV (?I6MT . 


OMA(?A. 60 TO 
VOUI? I?00M AMP 
6TAV TH6l?6 UNTIU 
M0I?NIN6 M66TIN6 
TOMOI?l?OIA/. 


3Z 
















































WO l*OV& VOU, ANP 
WANT VOUI? 60UU TO 
BO PUPO. 


r VOU NOOP TO PO TWI6 N 
60 Ttf AT VOU WIUU UVO TO 
600 TWO NOW/ POACOPUU 
V WOPUP. 




00 


BOP 


ANP 


60 


TO 


PPOPAPO 


NOW 
































































































































































































































CWAPrA? 




\Aa 


tdD 






l' "VU* 


- AW 


MAP A! VP! 
MO(?N IN6 
MATING. 


MAP A\ 












































































































' VOU CAN PUAY WITH N 
AW Of TH£ T0V6 YOU 
v WANT/ 


f=l?l£NP6 HAVg TO 
6HAI?(5 THINGS, 
ei6HT? 


fT 

u 


/v ^ ll\i 

/ L' ) I \ 

II 

A 

gu, u 

r—iff 

















































WANT m TO 5M0 W 
YOU NOW TO WIT? 


I THINK ire 
Tim, 60 I?£Y. 


^ ( 

ff 

r* ifjL 


[ 



IL \ 



rnf 

iiUj 



1 \ 



















































a\ 



.meet azg 

m GOING? 


^ TO TNG COUPTNAPP/ PAP n 
MAK£6 A BIG GPGGCN TO AUU TNG 
MONGTGZG IN TNG UNPGZGZOUNP 
V ONO£ A MONTH. 


VOU'l?£ TINAUUY 
60NNA 6£T TO 6££ 

evewoNe! 


•••A 4 » 4 » 
MONeTe^e? 


Y£AH/ PONT 
1A/0(?(?V... 
GMGWONG 16 
NlCG! 


^Oc7 

& \7A 
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r CITIZ&Ne! MANV OP VOU N 
HAV£ AUP^APV 6££N TH16 
N£IA/£6T APPITION TO OUl? 
PAMIUV. 5UT NOIA/, W£ 1A/OUUP 
UK£ TO MAK£ IT KNOIA/N TO 
k AUU TH£ UNPgPGPOUNP/ y 


TMie 1$ OUl? HUMAN 
OHIUP...OHAPA 
PI?^^MU(?(?/ 


^ IN TH£ PA6T, IT \ 
f IA/A6 TH£ HUMANA \ 
r THAT PI?OVg U6 INTO 
THI6 PUA0£ ANP 
TPAPP^P U6 H£P£. W(S 
6 P£NT MANV UONG 
i V£AP6 IN P£AP ANP . 
\ ANG£PATTH£IP / 
\ OPU^UTV. / 


BUT NOW... 
THI6 PAST P0£6 
M?r P£PlN£ OUP 
PUTUPg/ 


1/ 

(- 


pi 

4 Jf 

<i,iW 

A 


Li 


LT 


L'Lbg i—u—- A ^ ^ ^ / 

yO A f\ V\ >*? u\ AJ /nA 


























/"MY 60N POUNP THie HUMAN N 
in Piem£ 65 ...ANP Hie kinpn £66 
HAe BROUGHT PORTH eUOH 
N. PRI&NPeHIB! y 


r Gtt HtRZ, THie GYAMPHG ^ 
THAT OUR CHIi-PRGN 6£T/ 
MONeTZRmO ANP MANYINP, Ull/ING 
^ TOG&TH&R...IN R&AC 0 / ^ 


TO&&TH&R, weez 

r CHIUPR&N IA/IUU B& OUR teCAPZ N 
PROM THie BHACG, ANP W& IA/IUU UI\A£ 
ON TH& eURBACZ IN HARMONH IA/1 TH 
V OUI? HUMAN gl?0TH£l?6 ANP A 
e\eT&Re! 


f THie 16 OUI? 1 
PUTUR&! THI6 16 
OUI? HORe, OUR 
i PRZAM! a 


^ MU. "s 

ePAR&P MOR& WAR! 
WZ IA/IUU HAY& 

^ MeecM ^ 
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vou kips su££p 

TI6MT/ 


l/WWWWWWVWWWW 


M£V, ONAPA... 
AP£ VOU OKAVP 


WNV PO VOU 
ASKP 


vou just uooK0p ^ 

P£AUUV IA/OPPI£P AT PAP'S 
SP££0H TOPAV...I PONT IA/ANT 
VOU TO S0AP£P OP 
k. ANVTHIN6/ ^ 


PAP 


TOUP 


TH£ MONST£PS 
THAT VOU'P£ 6OOP/ 
NO ON£ IA/IUU 
k M£AN TO VOU. J 
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A6(?ieUf J 




M MZ VOU £V£l? 
TM0U6MT...TMAT 
MAVg£...OU£ WMOU£ 
lA/oeu? 16 JU6T A 
OAM^P 


r N£\/£l? 1 

M£AI?P 7T//47: WMAT 
k PO VOU M£AN? . 


^ X M£AN. JU6T TW£ ^ 
WAV THAT £\/£l?VTMING 
MAIWN6. MOW W£ flGMT...OI? 

PON'T WMAT If IT'6 AUU A 
^ SI6 OAM^P ^ 


Tvwww^'m y'. 


6UT...TM£ WOI?UP 16 
JU6T TH£ WAV IT 16. 


0 

1 



0 

o" 

\ ^ 

























































































"JU6T A GAM£P" 


~ W£UU. 60M£0N£ ^ 

IA/OUUP HA\/£ TO PUAV IT 
(?I<SMTP 60M£0N£ HA6 
k TO WIN IT ^ 


KIH-INO AUU OP TH£ 

pap owe. eo 
mozvzg'e i^pt oan 

UIV£ IN P£A0£. 


r T...I PUNNO. mo ^ 
comre A6 a sap guy? 

, NO ONG HGPG 16 SAP. ^ 


HUMAN6 APG SAP. 
AUU OP THGM. 


Y 60UUY, lA/HAT f " 

■ i / PUT-WHY? 5 WG'PG ^ 

1 IA/OUUP IT GVGN \ f 

1 I JU6T HYING UIPG. WHAT ] 

1 M&AN IP IT IA/GPG i | Y~ 

■ /A PAPT NGGP6 WINNING? J 


























BUT VOU'f?£ A 
HUMAN/ ANP VOU'f?£ 
NOT BAP. 


r ANP IT VOU'l?£ ” 
NOT TH£l?£'B 
B£ OTH££ GOOP 
^ HUMANA TOO. > 


BUT... 

moevee 

PUAVGP THG 
GAMG IA/OUUP 

knoia/ who 

, IA/AB BAP... , 


► THIS 6TIUU POGGN'T ^ 
MAKG MUOH 6GN6G TO MG. I 
MGAN/ THGN lA/HO'G THIG 
MV6TGPI0U6 GAMG PUAVGI? 
^ PUAVINO/A^P ^ 


THINK ABOUT IT WHGN 
IA/G PUAV OUI? BOABP 
GAMG6/ IA/G OHOOGG A 
PIGOG TO BG. 


01? IA/HGN IA/G PUAV ^ 
THAT TIGHTING \/IPGO 
GAMG THAT WG TOUNP/ WG 
PIGK OUT TAVOBITG 
k. GHABAGTGI?. ^ 







^ X THINK W& V ^ 

notice if eoMeoNe ia/ag 

PUNNING APOUNP BGING 

contzo^&p ev gomg 
^ iNvieiei^e guv/ ^ 


~ GO If TH16 IA/OI?UP ~ 

ia/ag pgau-v jugt a 

GAMG, WOUUPN'T TNG 
GAMG PUAVGP NAVG TO 
k PO THAT, TOO? a 


THGV'P 5G AUU "HGUf? 
I'M BGING OONTPOUUGP/" 
01? G0MGTHIN6, PIGHT? 


MAVgG.JT'G NOT 
GOMGTNING VOU PGAUUV 


r VOU THINK IT'G JUGT VOU, SUT^ 
PGAUUV VOU'PG 5GING GUIPGP £V 
k SOMETHING 5I6GGP. ^ 


THAT'G TOO 
GPGGPV TO THINK 
A50UT/ 


r WHGN VOU PUT IT UKG THAT, ^ 
IT MGANG OOUUP BG PGING 
OONTPOUUGP PIGHT NOIA/ ANP NOT 
L. GVGN KNOW IT/ J 








r If TNG WOPUP 16 JU6T A 1 
GAMG, MAVB£ TH£Y CAN WIN IT 
WITHOUT fclUUN6 ANYONE. 
MAYB£ TH£Y WIN IT BY 
L HOPING ALL Of U6/ i 


M-MAYBG THI6 
PUAYGP 16 COOP, 
TOO/ NOT 
CONTROLLING, BUT 
UKG...UIKG A 
PARTNER! 


MAYB£ 


I PONT TMINkT TMI6 
WOPUP 16 PGAUYY A 
GAMG. 


BUT VOU KNOW, If IT WA6, ^ 
ANP THGPG'6 PGAUUY 60MG 
PGP60N OUT TNGRG THAT 
k CAN WIN IT... > 


...I HOPG IT'6 
CHAPA. 





It’s Me,Chara 
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Floweu 





















CHARAH 


CHARA, ARE 
YOU THERE?/ 


I...I CAN'T FEEL MY 
ARMS OR LEGS! 


MOM! 


SOMEONE, 

please; help 
me; 


CHARA... 

anybody; 


DAD! 




m 


\W 













&J& 



ARE...YOU 
CRYING? 


DAD! 


DAD, P LEASE 
HELP ME/ IT'S 
ME! 


1 



■-l Iv J 1 ^| 

<1 SP^.-g 



— I 





























MY SON! 


YOU...YOU'VE 
COME BACK/ 


I-I TOOK CHARA TO THE 
X HUMAN VILLAGE, BUT CHARA'S ^ 
SOUL, HE WAS-A-AND THEN THE 
HUMANS SAW US AND ATTACKED ME, I 
WAS JUST GOING TO GO FOR SIX BUT 
K THEN CHARA KEPT YELLING y 
ABOUT... 


r OH, MY SON...THE HUMANS^ 
HURT YOU , THEY KILLED YOU, 
BUT NOW YOU'VE COME BACK 
k. TO US' ^ 


SO I CAME BACK, I 
WAS HURT BUT I CAME BACK 
HOME, AND THEN IT ALL WENT 
BLACK...AND I WOKE UP LIKE 
THIS! 


BUT...I'M A 
FLOWER! 


THERE, THERE... 
EVERYTHING IS GOING TO BE 
.ALL RIGHT. YOU'RE HOME.' 


FEEL 

ANYTHING 


















r I'LL NEVER LET 1 
ANYTHING HURT YOU 
L EVER AGAIN. j 


I PROMISE 




i 7 ft 

H rjr 



\ \ V\ 

L/rr<| 

r 49 Mv 












^ IS 
SOMETHING 
BOTHERING YOU 
^ ASRIEL? ^ 


DAD? 


DO YOU STILL 
LOVE ME? 


/ OF COURSE I \ 
STILL LOVE YOU! 
NOTHING WILL EVER 
STOP ME FROM 
V LOVING YOU. A 


OKAY 















ASRIEL, TODAY HOW/ 
WOULD YOU LIKE- 


M 

l y | 

1 W ' 

L c 
































I PROMISE 


...I WON'T LET 
ANYTHING HURT 
YOU, A SR I EL. 






DO YOU... 
STILL LOVE 
ME? 


MOM? 


OKAY 


f I WILL \ 

f /4Z./WS > 
LOVE YOU, 
ASRIEL. 
NOTHING WILL 
V CHANGE ) 
\ THAT. / 


WHAT'S WRONG? 
ARE YOU FEELING 
BAD ABOUT 
SOMETHING? 








ASRIEL, MERE 
ARE YOUF! 


NO ONE 

UNDERSTANDS WHAT 
THIS IS LIKE. 


r EXCEPT CHARA...CHARA 1 
WOULD UNDERSTAND, BUT 
L THEY'RE GONE NOW. A 
























r WHY AM I EVEN ^ 
STILL HERE IF I CANT 
FEEL ANYTHING FOR 
L THEMPJ a 


NOT EVEN MOM 
AND DAD! 


WHY DID 
THINGS END UP 
^ THIS WAYP... 


r I DON'T WANT 1 
TO LIVE IN THIS 
WORLD IF THIS IS 
HOW IT'S GOING TO 
L BE, FOREVER. A 


A WORLD 
WITHOUT 
LOVE... 


E3 











CHARA 


WAIT. 


WHAT Wl'LL 
HAPPEN... 


WAIT! NO 




Mf I DON'T 1 
fM WANT TO 



DIE! A 





















CONTINUE.( 


I WANT. 


RESET 












I-I'M 

BACK! 


SOLLY, A TALKING 
FLOWER/ WHERE DID YOU 
COME FROM? 


WELL, I CERTAINLY 
THINK I'D REMEMBER 
SEEING A TALKING 
FLOWER BEFORE. 


L /> — 




1 " 1 


WK V 


C/l 





E7 
















...YOU 

CANT THINK 
OF MY 
, NAME? , 


FLOWBY! 

RIGHT? 


YEAH 


THAT'S 

RIGHT. 


I'M 

FLOW BY 


FLOWBY THE 
FLOWER. 






















r ai?^ vou i 

(?£APV, BIG 
GUV? VOU'l?£ 
GOING HOMG TO 
VOUl? TAMIUV 
V tomoi?i?oi/\// y 


A-APG...VOU 

OKAV? 


I KNOIty I'M 
G/GITGP TOO... 


Scratch 











































OH NO// 


P-PON'T 1A/0(?(?V/ X 

can fix rm! juer e 

6TAV CACM! 


X PON'T 
HOW H£'5 
MOVING/ 


WHAT'^ Wl?ONG WITH 

poop 




































I'UU (?lGHT 
BACK! 


evewrum ia/iuu 
FIN£... 


TH£ POCTOP 
IA/IUU fltf HIM/ 
JU6T 6TAY 

vereeMmv! 


...A6 UONG A£ lA/£ 
STICK T06£TH£l?/ 


UST£N, J'JU6T...H£UP 
eUPPORT HIM/ HIM 
6TANPIN6/ 


TZ 































OKAY, 6TAYIN6 
CAUA/L. 


I JU6T 
NggP... 




O-OKAY, THAT'6 

evewrum! 


VOCTO 

NOT f'-T 00 UN 6 
IA/0UU... 


I'M SOPPY, I'UU g 
WITH YOU IN A 
MOMENT, MPS. 

, PPAK£/ 


K/ VV-WUPKP 1-7 ^ 

■L 





I A 


I ' 
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P-PON'T 1A/0(?(?V 
GUV6, I— 


OM/ OH NO 


ON MV 60P 







ki2®B 


j^vSfrJX 

o\ 




. -rr aJ~ / // / ^— 

/isr 1 





0 \ A 













































X'M „ 

eoewa 


OH... 

ie> Tme..mAT 
VOU...AUU... 

















































YOU eHOUUPN'T 60 
worn TOMOI?f?OW 
Af-T^l? AUU... 


4 '> 


OvJMC-vV 

rS^I'T 



























I P-PON'T 
UNPee5TANP...WM 
PIP Wie WAPPtH? 


BWJUPBU 

BUPB... 


\AI'1A IA5N'T TH£ 
pereeMiNATioN 
euppoeep to pix 
evepyrmo? 


^ NO WAV, I ^ 
WANT TO WATCH THO 
CAPTOOH ABOUT THO 
6UV6 WITH BIO 
^ MUOOUOO. ^ 


£\/£N IT IT 
WASN'T TOI? TH£ 
^ 60UU6... 


TT IA/£ MAK£ IT 
TO TH£ POOTOP, 
H£UP 


UNU£66 


peTepM\NAT\oN m £ 
v TH£ PPOBU^M/ ^ 


^ T OAN'T... ^ 
U£A\/£ ANP 
v 00... > 





PS 5 

pY^CY 

Mf V- 


xY 


TB 





























































^ HUMAN6...TH0II? ^ 
BOO 106 WMZ mCW MOI?£ 
PMVeiOAU MATTOP/ IT TAK06 
POP THOM TO TUPN 
x. INTO PU6T/ ^ 


SUPPPPI?6/ 


I'UU OAPPV 
YOU THOPO. 


THATf 


r WHAT IT 1 
M0N6T^I?6 


THOPO'O 

er iuu hopo. 

UOT'O 00 
TOGOTHOP. 


CANT 




^ /L 

r 7 T>^ 

0 





f WHAT IT...THOIP \ 

/PU0A60, >w 1 

l oeregMMATm ) 

( PU0A60 PON'T ) | 

V p&p&Npe on i 
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I I HJeCTZQ 50 MUCH ^ 

p£T£i?mination into >4/-/- op 

^ TH£M/ 


6UUUI?l?l?g/ 


m'ee.. 

mm! 


Z5..A5 TMie HAPP^NINO 

ro zvewoNe?! 































































me. MMte? 


I ir= 



ra] I 

ft; 4 

1 / 



W>/ / 

—/- 


i / ■ 

W / / 

\ \ \ 

\ ^ \ \ 




-\ - V -^ 












































































Mf?e. vzwe? 


.511? WHIM6?’ 


16 A-ANYON£ 



































S'M 50, 

5oewu 
























I'M 

eoi?(?v 


I PIPN'T 
M£AN TOI? 
THIS TO 
HAPPEN... 





iS'N *> 


















































































































6AAAHHH/ 


W~\\~ 

WZl^O? 


W ^ m \ 

AV ' f 

B 15 ; in 

r^s-x 

Vi 

Ip i^\)W 


i ff^. ^ 

y 

k n \ 


mLWj] 

\ •% I 












HOIA/PY, PI?. AUfW6/ 

JU6T TH0U6HT I'P 6AUU/ 
6P0K£ TO MP. PPAK£ AT TH£ 
MTT P£60PT TOPAY, 6AIP H£'6 
AWI0U6 TO HI6 WIT£ 
AGAIN. OKAY TOP MG TO 6T0P 
BY TOMOPPOW MOPNING? 


^PP... 

16 THAT A 
YG6T 


V /\ a x 

f BK ( |t , IjPB 

/ \ \/ / 'N. ^19 

WAy/i a 

kill i 

r 1 x >tj^ 







































r NO NO NO/ ^ 
l M£AN...60 
I'MGONNAHA\/£TO 
vCAUUYOUBACfc/^ 





# 

0 


1 - u 



0 

• 



■l Jfi 

\ shssbssmh 

i 


L : 

'jfev_| 

n 

n 


■ 

• ♦ 



f \ ( .n 

\ \ V A— 

J I / 

r |^L^y 



J§ 





jA <m J 


)m\ - |f 

i” 1 &7^ ' 



U °] ) 




r' ^ »/ - 

y 






0 

A \s^ 

\ ri^r 

___ A jL 






























otM..M~ueze 
m 6»o... 
xruu zt 
















WAIT, NO! V- 
MOU'l?£ 60NNA 
eCMZ— 


6PANPPA! 


coueiN/ 






11 



h0^\W^££&. 



































I 6U&66 W£'UU 

to comm auu oup 
famiuy eeuNioNe now, 

HUH?’ 


60 NNA 60 NOW. 


W£'P£ 60NNA PUN 
OUT Of POOM AT 
GPiu^'e... 


WMffp 

^Wa 

|. 6 


I 33 — J 

























MOM// 


MOM, YOU'l?£ 
f^AUUY BACK! 
























MOM, MOM, 6U066 IA/MAT/1 
M£T TM£ MUMAN, ANP TM£V UAUOM^P AT 
^ MV J0K£6/ ^ 


Y£AM, TM£V PIP/ I'M OONNA 
A TAM0U6 COM0PIAN/ 


^ uier^N, AM. I X 
UNP0P6TAMNP WMV 
VOU TOOK ^0 U0N6...T0 
U£T M£ KNOW A£OUT 

V me. 


WAHNT&P TO. TMANK 

vou. f=oe voui? mon£6tv. 

. gVgN IT IT TOOK ^ 
AMWMIU£. 


qz 
























r ZT'e l?£AU Nice 
TAtf...HAtf£ OUI? 

L ^aha/iiuy back 

TO60THAH AGAIN 


YOU GOOP NOW, 
AUPHYG? 


GOTTA G£T OV/^(? 
TO AGGOPG'G PUAOG, 
P(?ONTO/ 


Y~Y£AH 


Y£AH, I'M 
GOOP NOW. 


























OH, YOU'RE BACK 
TO RESET, RIGHT? 


r FRISKP WHAT ARE 
YOU P0/M5 HERE?! I 
k TOLD YOU- 


I KNEW 
EVENTUALLY 
YOU'D... 





















r Y OU IDIOT! 1 
DON'T YOU 
REMEMBER WHAT 
v I SAID?/ , 


WAIT... 

WHAT? 


I'LL JUST 
MAKE YOU ALL 
MISERABLE UP 
THERE! 


I CANT LOVE 
YOU! I CAN'T 
LOVE ANYONE/ 


^ I KNOW. ^ 
IT'S OKAY THAT YOU 
^ CAN'T LOVE. ^ 


"OH, BOO-HOO, THE 
POOR FLOWER'S LEFT 
ALL ALONE?" 


THEN...WHAT? IS 
THIS SOME KIND OF 
. PITY THING? ^ 


BECAUSE YOU CAN 
KEEP YOUR 
WORTHLESS PITY. 
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THEN 
WHAT IS 
IT?! 


NO, THAT'S 
NOT IT. 


IT'S JUST... 
YOU'RE THE ONLY 
OTHER ONE. 


WHO KNOWS WHAT 
IT WAS LIKE. 


' I JUST...WANTEP N 
SOMEONE TO TALK TO 
^ ABOUT IT. A 


AND I THOUGHT 
YOU MIGHT WANT 
THAT, TOO. 


















W I KNOW II 
f YOU'RE \ 
' NOT ’ 
INTERESTED 
IN BEING 
FRIENDS...OR 
i FAMILY, - 
k WITH / 
A ANYONE./ 


BUT DO YOU THINK... 
MAYBE UNDERSTANDING 
WOULD BE ENOUGH? 


AND...I 
KNOW 
THAT I'M 
NOT 
CHARA. 


YEAH 

SURE 

WHAT' 

EVER 


DONT...TELL 
ASGORE OR TO RIEL 
WHO I AM. 


ON A COUPLE 
CONDITIONS! 


17 

































NO MORE 
RESETS. 


I WONT 
TELL. 




AND...NO MORE 
RESETS. 




P-/PL 























































■ 


O'='HIHHIME 













































M^UUOr* 






















AT U£A6T YOU ANP 
6AN6 WMt THAT IN 
oommon. 


A 




...IN 

eNoi/vpiN? 
THAT 
WASN'T 
v YOU? 












/ TUPU CAUUPP 
y A A5KIN6 foe...6A- 

/ V oomponp. 


rue WR.o^ wUjuQcp. 7 


>SOfiid 

K T V/Rotffl 



r wr P VPN OPT A \ / 

CUANCP TO ANeme BPfOBP \. 
TUPU 6 A IP TUP NUMBPB WA5 } ', 
v MONO. S- w 



^ X TUOUOUT X'P ^ 
PVPNTUAPPV MOOT TUP 
CAL-L-PB, BUT...X NPVPB 
BPCOONIZPP TUP VOICP 
^ >4&4//V. 


00 X TUOUOUT IT 
MAO JUOT UOU 
MPOOINO WITH MP, 



illSii 111 


illSi^SII 


ID 1 ! 






































X VOU(? UITTU£ PHON£ \ 

Pl?ANK 6UPP£NUV l?£MINP£P 
M£ Of A 6TI?AN6£ TMIN6 THAT 
V HAPP^NgP TO ^ ONO£. X 



x pvpn obbpbpp 
to bp hpb hab 

A55I5TANT/ 


/ eUGGPeTPP WAT \ 
/ WITH MH...UNIQUP \ 
/ bxppbibncp thatx 

COUHP MAH BP flNP A WAH 
TO BP VP pep THP PffPCTe 
. Of PPTPBMINA TION ON 
\ THOeP AMAH6AM6, ANP , 
\ MABP THPM NOB MAP / 
\ AGAIN. / 














I'U- ZI6HT BACK, ^ 
fl-omm JU6T N66P TO 61? AB 
60M6 6AMPU66 tf?OM COUP 
^ 6TOI?A66. / 



' WH0NON0 
Of woee... 

pacz- 

CL-UMP 

AMAfOANIO 

, worn up , 


/ woee wme> \ 
/ mpeN'TUKe we 

OWZP 

AMAUOAMATee. X 
PON'TeVeN WINK 

aupmo knpin mo... 

v OP WHAT TH 0 V 

X mpe. / 


y A W 0 


X\ sXjPjt 


/ au> we owep 
1 veer eueuecre 
UJ mpe ACCouNrep 
X pop in we owep 

\ V AMAC 6 AM 5 ... . 


f anp weee N 
wme 
eeeMep to 
Moerev Keep 
weMeeevee 
K HfppeN. , 


IDS 




















THAT WA6 4 HU60 
MI5TAKP. 


f JU6T.JMA6IN& GIVING 1 
IN5 IP & WUP OWN W0P6T 
\ MPM0PIP5... A 


IDT 

















.-■ANP 

evewoNe 

eL-ee'e... 




llol 

wr ocxfij UP> 

' I POJT m e 

TKiS POJ AnYN|0R£' 

We’utf^ evtRvokie. ^ 


-SjBj^cts 

,. NOT 





Vj 



\\..j 














































iSgs^yH 

|LL 

uSjft 


^- N J>i/Vvj 

itBi 

Iw.^fO ry^j 

^v-j jJQ l/tv 5 

^MSlcf 

/\\/^S*. \ ^yj 
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PIP VOU KNOW A... 
'POOTOI? GA6T£ 2 ?' 















listen, kid, 
my nap break's 
almost over. 

























































I PUNNO, VOU 
TW0...THI6 POteH'T 
60UNP UK£ A 600P 

\ne- a 





I M£AN y I-I KINPA 
JU6T lA/ANT^P TO l&Mfc 
TH£ AMAU6AM6 WITH 
TH£I£ OIA/N TAMIU£6... 
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MMBZ NOT BUT VQ 
UK£ TO T(?V. 



\ 


_ | 



L 

L p 


P/ 

T 

( v-_ 





f W£UU..O'OKAY/ J'UU 
6IV£ TH£lf?TAMIU£6 A 
0AUU...T(?V TO Af?f?AN6£ 
V A TIM£ TO m&T. 


11B 

















































































































1Z3 






















lZ'i 












TUe <HADOW? 

> ojttm, ( 


''AltXT 1 


I?£AP£l? BIPp 
PC0A60, I CANNOT 
V UNP£P6TANP VOU— V 


PA(^ Cfot«FA( % PA^wfss 
’ 7 ^T Paw^R/C Lowing. 


[fcOM i 
pjcN?i^ { 
U&ATtf I 





















































i toldja. i don't know any— 











































^ you gotta understand, 
kicLwe were stuck down in 
that dark for a long, long time 
ages before any humans 

showed up. _^ 


f we got 1 
desperate, trying to 
find ways to save 
L ourselves. a 


lotta scientists 
came and went, but dr 
gaster was the most 
^ brilliant of them. 


discovered 
what we 
thought was 
the key... 
the SAVE 
i file. , 


f the > 

marker of 
each person's 
position in 
time and 
V space. I 


damn, but that 
was an exciting time, we 
got a whole team together 
to research SAVE files. 


couldn't 
even tell 
ya how 
thrilled i 
was to 
join. 


" we ’ 
worked 
together, 
and built a 
machine, it 
was designed 
to access 
SAVE files. 



















































































' then we'd ' 
know better, 
make it so we 
were never 
banished 
underground 
in the first 
\ place, y 


r trying to 
get them to 
save, to load, 
to reset, all of 
them failed. 


' all but 
the first test 
subject were 
lost forever. 


thought... ^ 
t if we made 
enough, powerful 


we 


maybe 


big 


it 


could 


send 


enou 




we 


monsters 


back 


time 


in 


to before 
the war between 
the humans and 
monsters. 


except we 
were missing the 
key ingredient... 
and that was 

determination. 


with no 
human souls around, 
we iust didn't even 
know to look 
for it. 


sV'v 


f there were... 
a lotta tests, on 
monsters. 


but we just kept 
pushing on. the doc kept 
insisting, a few monsters 
lost, but it'd be worth 
the sacrifice to save 
everyone. 
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brilliant 
monster 
that he was 
he built 
the CORE. 


spoilers, frisk! 

it wasn't enough, it was enough 
to tell a real bad joke, thouqn. 


that machine, 
with the CORE...it did 
something to the space- 
time continuum all right 


A SAP J 


some kind of 
accident, but it... 
split it open, made 
_ it accessible. 


^ surely...using all of 
the energy powering the 
underground would be enough to get 
the time machine to work, enough 
to free us all. ^ 


13Z 















^ and that 
was only the 
first time i failed 
trying to save 
. someone. 

^ _ ^ 


everything nj 
' went wrong, and dr. 
gaster...got to see that 
accident up close and 
personal, he fell into the 
CORE while time and space 
were imploding out of it... 
v and that was 


it was 

suddenly like he 
never existed 
at all. 


BUT, IT IA/A6 JU6T AN 
ACCIP£NT...ANP YOU 

mee tpying to 
£V£l?Y ON&... 


we've been on 
the surface for... 
what, a year now? 
and time's moved 
normally. 


^ now, you know ^ 
humans nave a whole 
lot of determination, 
some of them almost 
v as much as you. > 
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^ sownyaom 
you see humans just 
resetting the timeline 
whenever something goes 
terribly wrong for them? 

every time they die 
v unexpectedly? 



x whatever the time x 
machine did to it. in order 
to reset, you need a SAVE file 
the determination to use it... 
and you have to be in the 
underground, or have 
been through it. 



monsters can't 
hack all three of those, 
only humans that fall 
into the underground 












f ...HOW COM2 N 
YOU'P£ TH£ ONUV 
ON£ WHO 

WHAT 

V HAPP^PP / 


























UUUUU6U/ 
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NO't 

Pl?OM I6£P 

evewoue i 

ia/ouupn't: i 

PPOMI^P 

vou. 


2> 


6-0...60UNP6 UK£ 
YOU'l?£ 60NNA f?£6£T, 
WW? 















I THINK... 










HUM? HOW... 


JU6T U£T 
£*PUAIN/ 


gvgph eouL-'e 

GOT !TG OWN 
GAVG GPACG. 
THAT INCHUPGG 
MON6TGPG. 


Sr 


=V] 


j 




nongtgpg 

JUGTPON'T 
HAVG TNG 
PGTGPMINATION 
TO PO ANHTHIN6 
WITH THGIP 
GAVGPIHG. 


but, if you 

AB60PB A \ 
M0N6TGP 60UH. ' 
HOU'HH HAVG TWO 
6AVG6, ANP THG 
pomp ANP I 
P6T6PMHNA TION j 
TO U€>£ TH6M. 


FILE 1 FILE 2 

1r 


BUT...VP WMZ TO... 
\K!HH A MONBTe (? TO 66T] 
TWZ IP BOUU 


M 

i 

T 


JU6T HO AP THG 
M0N6TGP'6 6AVG 
6TATG IN6TGAP OP 
I HOUP OWN. ANP HOU . 
| CAN 60 BACK TO TNBIP | 
6AVG POINT...WITHOUT , 

l uNpom oup 

TIMGHING. 
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B66IP66, PIPN'T 60M6 OP 
TH066 AMAU6AM6 6AV THAT 
TH6 A?<26 W6P6 APOUNP AT 
THAT TIM6P 



I'UU £6T MOP6 THAN 
ON6 OP TH066 HA6 60T A 
6AV6 POINT VOU OAN 
U66. 


21 







...HOW PO VOU KNOW 
X'U> 6V6N 86 A8U6 TO 
U66 IT UK6 THAT? 




c 


t KNOW IT WORK? 
0ZCAU6Z T've 
PON6 IT 



A HUMAN 
ANP A 
M0N6T6P 
60UU 

TO 66 TH 6 P IN 
ON6 80PV 
HA6 
IMM&N6& 
POW6P. 



ci i) 


% 



A6 U0N6 A6 VOU 
60T A M0N6T6P WH066 
6A\/6 POINT WA6 
OASTZR’S A66IP6NT, VOU 
OAN PP08A8UV 60 8A6K, 
WARN HIM ANP 6A\/6 HIM 60 
THAT H6'6 8A6K IN TH6 
TIM6UN6, TH6N UAV& TH6 
P0W6P TO 60M6 8A6K 
H6P6...AUU WITHOUT 
P666TTIN6. 

























































AUPHY6, t lA/OUUPN'T A6K 
VOU TO W£UP IT T THOUGHT I 
lA/OUUPN'T £OM£ OUT OKAY. 


evewoNZ !' 

£\/£l?VON£ 
IA/OUUP kTIUU MG, 
INOUJPING MG/, 


»s 


















/T JU6T l?£AUUV WANT' 
'TO H^UPTT'P HIM, 
IT'P H£UP 6>AN6...T 
t THOUGHT MAVBG VOU, 
\ TOO. / 














BUT NOW H£'B 60T NO 
0HAN0£ TO 00 B£TT£f?...H£ JU6T 
6£TB TO B£ U06T ANP 
P0P60TT£N fOZ&V&Z. 



PONT VOU THINK THAT 
£\/£N P£OPU£ WHO 60P£W UP 
BIO-TIM^ P£6£P\/£ A 6£OONP, 
OHANO^P 



I M£AN 606H, 
^PPOM TH£ 60UNP 
OP IT...IT 
UK£ THie PP. 
GA6T£P 6UV 
P£AUUY eop^w^p 
L UP WH£N H£ JU6T 
^WANT^P TO H£UP 
£V£PYON£. 
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' juer to ' 
poppoia/, foe a 
_ 6H0PT lA/Hlue/ . 


THeV'Pe NOT > 
6-60NNA HUPT 
IT, ANP TH£V'UU 
6IV£ IT ei6HT 
SACK TO VOU. / 



vou eee...Tneee'e' 

ANOTNZe M0N6T6B 

out THeee, ot iuu in 
THe UNP&eoeouNP! 
THeV'Pe U06T ANP 
POPOOTTeN, AUU 
AUONe. 


^ T-THe HUMAN 16 ^ 

60IN6 TO 60 Z&6CU& 
TH£M. ANP VOU'P£ TH£ 
0A/4-V ON£ THAT CAN 
^ He UP/ / 


VOU'Pe A £16, SPAV6 N 
6UV, e\6NT? V0U'P6 A 600P 
POO! I KNOW VOU OAN H6UP 
V THe HUMAN/ ^ 



14E 




























































ON, COM2 ON! IT'6 AN AMAU6AM/ 
VOU CAN'T &V&N WOUNP IT, IT'UU JU6T 
v Aseoee any pamao^. 


r BUT TN& A66l?£66ION TZOM ^ 
TI6MTIN6 16 60IN6 TO TN£ ONUY 
TWIN6 6000 &N0U6N TO C006&N ON& 
v 60UU UP T(?OM THAT M£66/ 6£T . 

TK^ i t? ^ 
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UUMAAAA6U! 


i gotta vo evewTum 

^ /W60LP-! ^ 


I 5W0AP 
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yout£ just 
Aseoeem that so uu, 

JUST STAY OAUM ANP 6IY£ 
v. IT A MINUTE/ ^ 


THAT 

IA/ASNT...SO... 























LORDING... 



































































FILE 3 LOADED 



IE 1 ! 


















































OHHHHH 


WAIT A 

6£OONP...AI?£ 
v mALL... s 


I'M &ACK\ I'M 
M£, I'M M£ 
AGAIN/ 


WHAT ON ^ 
&ARTU 16 GOING ON 
^ IN— ^ 



















































































m 













vwc NO, 5TOP 6UV6/ 
WNAT'6 NAPPONOPP/ 


WHY APO IA/0 AUU 
6 AMO POOP/ 




^^T^'AA/W 

'^^'ia&AAAA/ 

/^\C3amaaa 


/V 

2 v 
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Y 




e>AN5\ papvpus/1 knoia/ this le 

CPAZV TO H£AP, PUT I'M P£AUUV A HUMAN/ I'M 
PPOM TH£ PUTUP£, A PUTUP£ WH£P£ W£'P£ PPI£NP6 
ANP TH£ PAPPI£P WA6 P£6TP0V£P ANP AUU TH£ 
M0N6T£P6 AP£ ON TH£ 6UPPAC£ A6AIN/ I CAM£ PACK IN 
TIM£ TO IA/APN VOU THAT VOUP PPI£NP 6A6T£P 16 GOING TO, 
P£ IN AN ACCIPGNT WITH THG £C?yP^ ANP UNUG66 VOU 
6T0P HIM, HG'UU P£ L-06T IN TIMG ANP 6PAGG 

foeeveei 


v 


/ -, 


^(t.R.eETf 
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Frisk wasn’t thinking too hard on where they needed to shortcut to...just that they 
needed to get out of the lab as quickly as possible. Unfortunately for them, the shortcut 
opening dropped them into one of the hardest places to forget: the garbage dump. 

The dog leapt out of the shortcut only to land facefirst into a pile of soggy trash. It 
remained stuck with its nose in an empty bottle of syrup before finally backing out of 
the pile and shaking off the excess garbage. 

I thought you said next shortcut we were going someplace useful! Flowey growled. 

Greatest Dog, on the other hand, seemed absolutely thrilled about being surrounded 
by garbage...as dogs often were. “This is the most useful! Look at all this stuff! We’re 
sure to find the scientist here!” 

Flowey remained unconvinced. Seriously? 

Frisk took control of the dog again, taking a bit more time to examine their surroundings. 
It seemed like this place had changed very little between the past and their last 
explorations through it. “I don’t get it...we didn’t see Dr. Gaster at all inside the lab. 

But everyone was still working there like normal. This has to be the right time.” 

Maybe he was just out to see the sights or visit a friend! Greatest Dog suggested. 

I never got the impression he was a ‘see the sights’ kinda monster... Flowey said. 
Although truth be told, none of them had strong impressions to go off of either way. 

“But if he’s not in the lab...then it’s worth it to check out other parts of the underground 
while we’re here. He has to be somewhere down here.” 

Working off of that pragmatism, the dog set off into the garbage dump, Frisk still in 
control. Maybe the scientist was here to scour for parts? On the one hand, it’d make 
sense, there was so much old technology down here still available for use...but on the 
other hand, wouldn’t he send a younger assistant to look for things while he was in the 
lab doing the important work? The more Frisk thought about it, the more it felt like 
something here just wasn’t adding up. 

And being in the state they were now, they couldn’t hide those thoughts from Flowey 
or Greatest Dog, either. If he’s supposed to be here but he’s not...then what are we 
missing? 

It was difficult to sniff out anything in the garbage dump with so many competing 
smells, but they still knew where they were going. Frisk edged the dog to a halt as 
they rounded a particularly large mountain of trash...what if that angry dummy was still 
around here? When did they first become a dummy, anyway? They really didn’t want 
to deal with trying to negotiate with that weird dummy in this state. They took a quick 
scan of the passage ahead, but it appeared to be empty. 

Unfortunately, they didn’t quite notice that someone else was exploring the trash piles 
with them until it was too late. 

“Oh my gooooooood!” 

A pair of big purple paws suddenly scooped the dog right out of the ankle-deep water 
and nearly squeezed the air out of them. All three got rattled by the surprise hug, 
although it didn’t take too long to figure out who had grabbed them... 

“Bratty, come look at this ADORABLE CAT I found!” 

The gator monster slid down a pile of mattresses from above, dressed in the most 
hideous mismatched accessories a person could find, and came to a stop beside her 
bestie. 
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Flowey took control of the dog long enough to shoot Bratty a death glare. “Yeah, just 
try it.” 

Of course, neither of the girls heard much more than disgruntled barking from the 
dog, and erupted into laughter. “Oh my god, no, Bratty!” 

“Fine, but I’m gonna pet it for the next six hours! Lookit its dumb little face!” 

“No, I’m gonna pet it for the next seven hours!” 

Bratty reached down and began scratching the dog behind its ear. Flowey, still in 
control, just glowered even more. “This is such a waste of time. If we don’t get 
moving soon I’m gonna bite her hand off.” 

Greatest Dog seemed more than thrilled at the prospect of pets, though. NO! We 
can’t leave during pets! Pets are the BEST! 

All that was interrupted by the arrival of a third monster: a familiar yellow, reptilian 
monster. All three recognized Alphys right away, although she did look a whole lot 
younger, happier and healthier...and she was dressed in the same kinds of garish 
clothes as Bratty and Catty. Alphys’ arms were full of old DVD and VHS cases, and 
at least a couple of waterlogged magazines. The covers depicted what looked like 
Japanese and Korean pop stars in outlandish makeup and wild hair, although some of 
the titles were long washed out. 

“Hey, guys! I think this series is still in good condition, plus I was looking through 
these magazines and I think there’s some good ideas for my friend, you know, he was 
talking about that show we watched together and I think he might like...” She trailed 
off as she realized that Bratty and Catty were doting over the dog. “Oh! You found a 
new friend!” 
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Frisk took control again as Alphys approached...it was hard not to be taken aback by 
her appearance here, considering the state that they had last left her in. Even in just her 
tone of voice, she seemed a lot more...worry-free now. Everything seemed to be off the r 
ails from what they’d expected and their original plan as it was. They were suddenly 
struck with a thought...whenever they got back, would it really be like no time passed at 
all in the present? Would Alphys and Sans and everyone still be okay? What if time was 
moving differently for them in different save files? Suddenly they weren’t so sure on much 
of it. 

But Frisk still had to try and communicate. “Alphys...can you understand us?” 

Alphys lack of answer to them served as answer enough. She did set down her pile of 
trash-turned-treasures to give the dog another ear scratch, though. 

“It’s a cat, and I’m gonna keep it!” 

“It’s a dog, and we’re gonna keep it!” 

Alphys smiled down at the dog, but couldn’t help noticing that the dog wasn’t giving 
back the usual dumb-panting-dog smile of a dog being pet. If anything, it just looked 
really anxious. Alphys’ expression softened, and she managed to take the dog out of 
Catty’s tight grasp. 

“Aww, look at him, he seems a little stressed out. Is something bothering you, little guy?” 
“Oh my gosh Alphys, you’re so good with dogs!” 

“You’re gonna be a crazy dog lady with like twenty dogs someday, Alphys!” 











Frisk weighed over their options...without being able to talk directly, they couldn’t very 
well explain their mission or ask any of the three if they knew where Gaster was. If they 
tried to demonstrate some of their abilities here now, (most of which Frisk could only 
guess they were capable of,) that might just cause more questions than give them 
answers. It seemed like their only option was to keep on the hunt for him...and yet, Frisk 
felt terribly awkward leaving Alphys like this, knowing what was in all their futures. Wasn’t 
there something they could do? 

Greatest Dog, however, did have something to say. “Doctor! I know you’ll just be trying 
your best. I’m sorry things don’t go right. But remember, it doesn’t mean that you’re bad! 

I still know you are good.” 

Despite it all, Alphys didn’t understand any of the dogs’ barkings. It wasn’t clear if those 
barks got across any of Greatest Dog’s meaning to her, but they at least seemed to leave 
an impression. She smiled at them, and carefully set them back down on the ground. 

It seemed like Alphys was most content to send them on their way. Bratty and Catty both 
looked disappointed at the loss of their fuzzy friend. 

“Aww, man! I was gonna name it Trash Dog!” 

“I was gonna name it Garbage Pooch!” 

“I think maybe he’s got his own important things he’s looking for, too. We should let him 
go find them,” Alphys said. 

The dog shook itself out, and with Frisk still in control, took the opportunity to head for 
the dump exit. They stopped briefly, just long enough to give Alphys another hopeful 
glance. They had to believe that things would turn out okay, for all of their sakes. 

Alphys waved, and then stooped back down to pick up the goodies she’d found. She 
shot a joking glance towards her two younger friends. “Well it’s a good thing I let him go, 
otherwise you would’ve compromised with a name like Sir Garbagedog Trashpooch!” 

The echoes of the three friends’ howling laughter carried up with the dog as they exited 
the dump and ran towards the dwellings of Waterfall. 
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Undyne made her way to the kitchen table, where she dropped off a tote bag full of 
papers from Toriel. When the former queen had requested her help at the school, 
somehow she hadn’t imagined that ‘helping grade quizzes’ was part of that. Geeez, how 
boring! She just wasn’t cut out for this kind of paperwork, even if it was for kids. But 
Toriel did need the help now, so...she’d just have to put up with it. 

A quick glance outside the window told her where Toriel was at the moment...out in the 
backyard, talking to Asgore. The king had practically set up a second home in Toriel’s 
backyard, he was over so often, nonstop doting on that empty flower. Apparently giving 
Asgore some kind of project to do that involved helping something live had done " 
wonders for him, even if he was just as devastated about Frisk and Flowey as everyone 
else. At least it seemed to be paying off...Flowey’s body hadn’t wilted yet. If anything, it 
seemed to be growing bigger and brighter than ever with Asgore putting all of his efforts 
into its health. He’d moved it to a much larger pot with better soil and everything. 

But there was someone else’s wellbeing that Undyne was more concerned about right 
now. She wound through the kitchen to the laundry and storage hall, with the door that 
led to the now-barricaded garage. And sitting in front of the door was Alphys...wearing 
a days-old shirt, surrounded by barely-touched cans of soda and TV dinners, plus a 
comforter and pillow without the case. She stared blankly at a small tablet computer in 
her claws, which was currently blaring something in Japanese, almost loud enough to 
drown out sounds of snarling and howling in the garage. 

Undyne swallowed. This was the worst she’d seen her girlfriend in a long time...and she 
just didn’t know if she was going to get better soon. She knelt down to Alphys’ face level. 

“Hey, Alphys. I’m heading home here...you wanna come with tonight?” 

Alphys gave a noncommittal shrug, not looking up from the tablet. “Nnnhmm.” 

“What’re you watching, anyway?” 

“Mew Mew Kissy Cutie 2,” Alphys mumbled. 

Undyne’s eye widened, and she looked about ready to knock the tablet out of Alphys’ 
claws as if it were a bomb. She sputtered a bit before nearly yelling, “Wh-WHY would 
you subject yourself to that?! That anime’s total trash, you said so yourself!” 

“Because I deserve trash anime,” Alphys replied. 

And this was what Undyne was afraid of. She sat herself down next to Alphys, and 
slapped a hand down over the tablet screen, forcing Alphys to look up at her. “Alphys, 
LISTEN! You have to stop beating yourself up about this! It’s not your fault!” 

“How is it NOT, Undyne?! I was there, and I d-didn’t stop it!” 

Undyne knew this conversation was going to be painful, but they’d been putting it off for 
too long already. “It wasn’t your idea! Come on, you know how Frisk is! Once they set 
their mind on something, they do it no matter how dangerous...and you couldn’t have 
known it’d turn out this way!” 

“I know, b-but...they’re still just a kid, a-and I’M the adult! I should’ve j-just told them 
no!” 

“You told us, you were just trying to help—” 

“A-and that’s the problem !” Alphys almost shouted back, hugging the tablet back to 
her chest. “I should’ve known that whenever I try to help people, I just screw it up for 
everyone!” 
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Undyne remained silent for a moment, and Alphys just took the silence to continue, 
choking up a bit on her words. “Toriel won’t even talk to me. Endogeny is a mess and 
now they can’t even see their families. Everything I t-try to do to help, I just mess up!” 
She hiccuped a little on the last thought. “S-sometimes I wonder why y-you’re sticking 
around at all...” 

Undyne drew in closer, desperate to get Alphys to understand just what she was 
seeing. “Nnnnggg...Alphys, that’s not true! You’re the one who got Mettaton to where 
he is now, helped him realize his dream! You guided Frisk through Hotland and the 
Core when everyone else was trying to stop them! You wouldn’t even have gotten your 
old job as royal scientist if you weren’t so good at building things in the first place! And 
you succeeded at the toughest things of all...owning up to all that went wrong! And I...I 
know I wouldn’t have been able to get through half of the battles I went through 
without thinking of you!” 

This was enough to get Alphys to look up and face Undyne, although her eyes still 
remained a bit teary. 

Undyne continued, getting more fired up now. “You’re not the only one who’s made 
some big mistakes! Your problem is that you see the good in everyone else, but you 
won’t see it in yourself! And well, if you find that too hard...then I’m gonna have to 
see that good in you for you!” 

Alphys snuffled, and wiped at her eyes, looking a little bit embarrassed. “U-Undyne...” 
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“I know things don’t look good now, but I also know they’re gonna get better, and 
you’re gonna help with that, just like you did before!” While Undyne tried to stay 
enthused, a bit of a worried crack seeped into her voice. “So...you gotta stay tough for 
me, all right?” 

Alphys managed to pull a very small smile...the first time she’d done so in awhile. She 
didn’t lift herself off the floor, though. “I’ll...I’ll t-try my best, Undyne.” Her smile dropped 
back down again as another particularly long and loud howl came from the garage 
behind her. “...B-but I don’t think I’m ready to come home tonight.” 

Undyne didn’t respond, but just seemed to think to herself, and then marched back out 
of the room. Alphys sighed, and curled up tighter in on herself. She sat in silence for a 
minute, staring blankly at the now-paused anime. A sudden loud THUMP right beside 
her startled her out of silence, making her jump. She adjusted her glasses, and saw 
that Undyne had dropped the big stack of student quizzes next to her. She looked up to 
see Undyne standing over her, certain as ever. 

“OKAY. Then here’s the deal! I’m gonna get into that kitchen and make you the best 
damn dinner you’ve had all month! Then I’m gonna sit down right here and grade these 
stupid and boring quizzes! But what I need you to do is find us some anime that isn’t 
trash for us both to have on! If you can’t leave, then I’ll just stay here and we’ll have a 
sleepover in the laundry room like the weird adults we are! SOUND GOOD?!” 

After a moment of wide-eyed staring, Alphys nodded. It honestly did sound really 
good. “Y...yeah. That sounds great, Undyne.” 

Undyne shot her a huge sharp-toothed grin, and headed back out into the kitchen. It 
was impossible to miss her continued boisterous yelling down the hall: “PAPYRUS! Go 
let Sans have his turn on watch duty, and get out here to help me cook! WE’RE MAKIN’ 
LASAGNA!” 

There really wasn’t much else Alphys could do but smile at that. She still didn’t feel like 
she was in a good place yet, but...still, she was better. She looked back down at the 
tablet, closed Mew Mew Kissy Cutie 2, and began to scroll through her folder of 
favorite series. 
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OH, FINE! HONESTLY, DOG, 

IT’S A TRAGEDY THAT ME, THE GREAT 
PAPYRUS, HAS TO RUN OBNOXIOUS 
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AND WHILE I’M CERTAIN 
THEY RECOGNIZE I’VE GOT THE BRAINS 
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AND WHILE I AM 
EXCITED TO SEE THE SUREACE 
WORLD; IT IS A TERRIBLE SHAME 
THAT I’LL NEVER GET TO USE 
MY UNIQUE AND POWEREUL... 
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SPECIAL ATTACK! 
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OHH, I KNOW YOU’RE 
JUST A DOG AND YOU 
CAN’T HELP YOURSELE 
WHEN IT COMES TO 
SONES...ESPECIALLY ONE 
. AS NICE AS MY SPECIAL 
ATTACK. 




I SUPPOSE 
I OVERREACTED... 
I GUESS I AM JUST 
ANXIOUS ABOUT 
THIS NEXT 
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THERE’S 

SOMETHING THAT’S 
BEEN BOTHERING ME 
EOR AWHILE NOW, BUT I 
JUST CAN’T QUITE PUT 
MY PHALANGE 
ON IT... 
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hey, bro. 

i thought you would've 
gotten all that stuff up at 
the core by now. 
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I WOULD HAVE BEEN 
THERE AND BACK ALREADY, BUT 
THIS MYSTERIOUS MUTT INTERCEPTED ME 
AND THEN ATTEMPTED TO MAKE OEE 
WITH MY SPECIAL ATTACK! 
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After Papyrus boarded the elevator with the cart full of equipment, Sans looked back at 
the dog. He sighed, rubbing at the back of his skull. “You’ve been acting out of sorts 
today, pup. That little portal... shortcut thing? How did you do that?” 

The three tried to think of a way that they could possibly answer Sans, but couldn’t 
think up any good response before he just went ahead. 

“Rhetorical question I guess, since I don’t speak dog. But I can’t help but feel you know 
more than you’re letting on, which I gotta say, is a bit of a bother to me. Seems like a 
whole bunch of stuff’s been going, well... weird lately. And I ain’t sure how much of it is 
fate or our doing anymore.” 

Do you think we should try writing in the dirt again? Flowey suggested silently to the 
other three. 

We don’t have a stick! Ora bone! Losing that bone seemed like the greatest tragedy to 
Greatest Dog. 

Hold up...maybe Sans will tell us what we need to know about Gaster right now. He can 
get pretty talkative when he feels like it and you just listen, Frisk thought. They looked 
up at Sans expectantly, willing him to continue. 

“After these last experiments...losing that poor kid...I’m starting to have a lot of doubts. 
Like...I’m missing something really important.” He stared down at the mostly-scratched 
out name in the dirt close by, as if contemplating it. Finally, however, he seized on an 
idea. “Hey, I know, pup. How ‘bout we play a little game of 20 questions. One tail wag 
means yes, and two tail wags means no. Sound good to you?” 

Okay, this could possibly get them somewhere. The dog wagged its tail once for yes, 
looking excited. They couldn’t ask things themselves, but they could possibly lead Sans 
on! 

Sans raised an eyesocket at them. “Glad you’re game, pup. Well! First question: Did 
you get those abilities from the experiments?” 
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The dog shook its tail twice for no. I never even saw much of those! Greatest Dog 
threw in, although he didn’t really need to remind the other two. 

“Okay...have you seen our first test subject at all?” 

First test subject? Who was that? Frisk asked. 

...No idea, Flowey replied. They shook their tail twice for no. 

Sans looked disappointed. “What about all the ones after? Any hint of them around?” 

Another no tail-shake. Sans sighed. “Guess I shouldn’t have gotten my hopes up about 
that. Okay. Here’s a big one for ya...we’ve been monitoring what we can see of the 
timelines, best we can, and...sometime in the future, things start to get screwy. 

Timelines will start and stop, jump around from place to place, loop back in on each 
other...and then we got one that just... ends everything. This isn’t what we were 
working for at all, and it’s...really starting to scare me. There’s some anomaly that’s 
messing around with time.” He looked down at the dog intently. “Do you know 
anything about what’s causing that, pup?” 

This question stunned all three of them into confused silence for a moment, before they 
erupted into an internal debate. 

Is he talking about you or me? Flowey asked. 

Well maybe he’s talking about both of you! Or all of us together? Greatest Dog tried to 
interject. 

Oh come on, I did the most resets out of any of us! He probably means the ones I did! 
Flowey said. 

Yeah, but...what does he mean ‘ends everything?’ Can that happen? 

I don’t know, I never tried something I didn’t think I couldn’t reset! 

So does that mean we do know what’s causing it or we don’t? 

I don’t know! He needs to be more specific! 

Apparently this internal debate went on too long with no actual response in the form of 
tail wags, so Sans decided to drop it. “...Yanno, never mind. Maybe that was too 
complicated for you, pup.” 

They just looked disappointed at Sans. Right now this seemed to be raising more 
questions for them than answering ones. Sans tapped at his jawbone, trying to think 
over a good response. 

“Okay, I got one, maybe two more for ya. With all these things you seem capable of 
doing...do you know what’ll happen in the future?” 

This question, they could actually answer in the affirmative. The dog wagged its tail yes. 

If Sans had eyebrows, they definitely would’ve gone up now. As it was, he just looked 
very interested, and leaned a little closer. “Then I do have one more. In the future...does 
everything turn out okay?” 

The dog hesitated here for a moment, unsure what answer to give...after all, there was 
the future ahead of Sans that they did know, and then there was the future ahead of them 
that they could only guess at now. What was the correct way to answer? Just when it 
seemed like they couldn’t put it off any further, they all silently worked out a response... 
and gave Sans one tail wag. 
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Sans leaned back, and gave a little sigh of relief. He smiled down at the dog, in that 
way you could tell that his smile was genuine. “...Thanks, pup. I dunno if you’re right or 
not, but I think that’s just what I needed to hear.” 


Before they could react further, Sans then headed off in the direction of the elevator that 
Papyrus had used earlier. He gave them a smile as he left. “I guess this means that I 
really better get back to work. This machine ain’t gonna power itself, after all. Whatever 
you’re up to...I’m sure I’ll be seeing ya around soon, pup.” 

The dog glanced back down at the scratched-out name in the dirt as Sans made his 
exit. So after all of that, they still didn’t have any more info on where Gaster actually 
was. And if anything, it sounded like they just made Sans more dedicated to getting the 
time machine project running. 

Do you think that maybe we should’ve answered differently? Greatest Dog thought to 
the other two. 

Frisk looked ahead with determination. “I think it just means we need to really make 
sure that the future does turn out all right.” 
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With still not much information out of Sans on where Gaster was, Timedog took to 
searching more of the underground for him...this time, they took a shortcut to Snowdin, 
and began scouring the forests for any sign of the scientist. Frisk insisted that they 
check every room, just to make sure. 

In general, Snowdin seemed a lot quieter than they remembered. There were less 
people wandering around the woods than would be later...they did spy Gyftrot happily 
keeping to himself, and luckily never ran into Jerry or his ilk. It seemed that the 
snowman hadn’t been made yet, either. 

And after a whole lot of both walking and shortcutting their way from room to room, all 
of them were starting to get tired. I dunno if it’s necessary to check every room, Frisk. 
What would he be doing all the way out here, anyway? Flowey grumbled. 

Frisk refused to stop, however...they could see the bright lights of Snowdin Town close 
by, and that seemed the most likely place for him to be, anyway. The town definitely felt 
quieter without Sans and Papyrus living here. “I don’t know, but we’ve got to follow any 
leads we find. I still feel like we’re missing something...” 

As they approached the town entrance, Greatest Dog suddenly took control, and 
brought them to a stop just by the welcome sign. He sat them down, panting happily. 

“Can we please stop for a second? Just right here!” 

Flowey was still impatient. Stop? What for? 

“Oh, I just want to sit for a minute and enjoy these lights and smells all on my own while 
I can! It’s very nice.” 

We don’t have the time to enjoy smells! Flowey insisted. 

“I know we have to rush! But...I just want a little minute. I want to enjoy this before I 
have to go back to being with all the other dogs again.” 

That stunned both Frisk and Flowey into silence. They’d been so busy racing around 
trying to find Gaster that they’d barely remembered that once they succeeded, they’d 
have to put everyone’s souls back in their proper place...including Greatest Dog with 
Endogeny. They hadn’t even thought to ask about it, and both couldn’t help feeling a 
bit embarrassed. 

Frisk was the first to speak back up. Is...it hard for you? Being stuck together with the 
other dogs like that, all the time? 

“Oh yes, it’s very hard. It hurts a lot,” Greatest Dog replied, almost matter-of-factly. 

Flowey sounded more confused than anything. Hey, you know... we’re the ones that 
have been hauling your body up and down the entire underground. But you’ve never 
tried to fight it or complained about this whole deal, even once! 

“Don’t worry, this isn’t the same thing as with all of the other dogs! This is more okay!” 

No, I mean...if we accomplish this mission and get back home, then you’ll have to go 
back to being in Endogeny! If you wanted, you could’ve tried steering us off-track at any 
time just to avoid that! Why aren’t you, well. .. fighting more? 

Greatest Dog seemed completely confident in his answer. “Because I promised the 
doctor and you that I would help find the lost scientist! I will be brave, and true, and 
good! There’s nothing in the whole wide world better than being a good dog...and not 
many dogs get a chance at it!” 










The dog wagged his tail a bit at the thought. “So...I will help the scientist and everyone 
get home. I will be a good dog! The doctor will be proud of me! And when I’m back with 
everyone again, they’ll all know what we did, and we’ll be brave and good together, 
forever.” He looked out at the dimly-lit town with fondness. “But I want a little minute to 
be me, if that is okay.” 

Suddenly, rushing in to look for Gaster didn’t seem that important to any of them after 
all. So they sat and watched the town ahead for a little while, quiet in the freshly-fallen 
snow. They recognized the restaurant that everyone frequented, but the name over it 
read ‘Smokely’s’ instead of ‘Grillby’s.’ Two bear monsters, looking to be cubs and both 
in striped shirts, tossed snowballs at each other from behind a couple of trees. A 
hippo-looking monster stepped out of the library, a pile of books in her arms. Close by 
the inn and the shop, two snowdrakes met up...one with a pair of dorky square glasses 
that Frisk thought they recognized. He presented the other with a bisicle, and must have 
made some joke about it, as the other snowdrake giggled at him. The dog was right...for 
just a minute, it was nice to stop and watch. 

Frisk sighed. “You really are the greatest dog.” 
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Several quick shortcuts later, and the trio had exhausted all other possibilities as to 
where Gaster was. There was only one other place that he could possibly be, and that 
was where they were headed now...to the side entrance to the CORE. 

While this place was a safe distance away from the apartment building that would 
eventually become Mettaton’s resort, it was still bustling with people and activity. A 
large metal scaffold had been constructed leading up to the CORE’S power base, and 
attached to it in an array of haphazard metal, wires and pipes, sat the time machine. 
Frisk recognized at least the shape of it from the curtained-off remains in Sans’ personal 
lab. Here, however, it seemed in much more of a complete piece. A team of scientists 
were running around, checking specs and readings, securing both the machine and the 
scaffolding to the enormous generator. The searing heat of the lava below them only 
made the scene more urgent and uncomfortable. ~ 


Z5 


























Greatest Dog was the first to speak up about all their shared worry. Once they turn on 
the machine...it’ll break up space and time and hurt the whole underground! Could we 
even stop it? 

On this, Frisk wasn’t sure. They knew they had to save Gaster...but was it possible for 
them to do that without stopping the CORE implosion completely? “I think we should 
just concentrate on finding Gaster and making sure he’s nowhere nearby when the CORE 
implodes.” 

So we’re just gonna let the implosion happen? Flowey asked. 

“We don’t how what’ll happen to all of us if the underground loses the ability for people 
to save and reset! The important thing is saving Gaster. So that’s what we’ll do.” 

This was at least something they could tenuously agree on. They started forward across 
the scaffolding, making sure to avoid the eyes of any scientists that might spot them and 
decide they weren’t supposed to be here. They did see Papyrus...but as he was 
hammering away at a piece of scaffolding while also trying to encourage it to be 
properly attached already!, they decided it better to not bother him. 

By the time they got to the machine itself, it was clear...there was no sign of Gaster. 

There was one skeleton they still recognized, though...and that was Sans, who was 
reading over a hefty pile of blueprints. He noticed them enter the machine’s effect zone, 
and stepped forward, smiling but still looking a bit worried. 

“Hey, pup, I thought ya might show up here at some point. You need to stay back, this 
place is dangerous.” 

They listened and took a step back onto the scaffolding itself, but still looked pretty 
anxious. It felt like everything was happening around them and they were powerless to 
stop it. All that worry read on their face pretty clearly, and Sans picked up on it...just for 
the wrong reasons. 

“Ya anxious, pup? I’m a little nervous myself. I know this is a risky venture...but it’ll be 
worth it once we’re back in time and can make peace with the humans.” He tried to offer 
them a genuine smile. “And hey, you said yourself things would turn out all right!” 

This didn’t seem to make them feel any better. They just gave Sans a worried look, and 
kept pacing back and forth in front of him. Not being able to communicate this easily was 
beyond frustrating! 

“I mean, I’ve got all of my notes and then some here to make sure we don’t miss a thing!” 
Sans held up something from his pile of papers, and squinted at it, suddenly looking 
confused. “Hell...so much info here, I don’t even remember what half of it was for.” 

All of a sudden, a faint buzzing sound came from what seemed like behind Sans. He 
definitely recognized the sound, though, and placed the stack of blueprints on the 
ground before pulling his cell phone out of his lab coat pocket. “Oh....gimmie just a sec 
here, pup.” 

While Sans busied himself with the phone, the dog took the opportunity to look at some 
of the blueprints and notes that Sans had dropped in front of them. On top of what 
appeared to be a main blueprint for the time machine was a hand-written log report... 
except it seemed to be written in weird symbols, mostly made up of hand signals. 

“What does this mean?” Frisk asked, glancing over the notes frantically. 

“Here...let me!” The dog shook out his head, and Flowey resumed control, peering 
closer at the notes. “I can read this font.” 

You can? Frisk sounded surprised at this news. 
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“I can read any font. I had a lot of resets to mess with, and a lot of time to read every 
book in the underground. I taught myself to read every font there is.” 

Flowey scanned over the log note, and his eyes widened...the symbols suddenly 
became all too familiar to them. 

DARK, DARKER, YET DARKER 
THE DARKNESS KEEPS GROWING 
THE SHADOWS CUTTING DEEPER 
PHOTON READINGS NEGATIVE 

THIS NEXT EXPERIMENT SEEMS VERY, VERY INTERESTING 
WHAT DO YOU TWO THINK? 

...That’s what Reaper Bird said when we talked to all the amalgams! Frisk exclaimed. 

It’s the bad memories! Greatest Dog actually seemed more anxious than ever. The 
ones in the shadows, the corners! They read this! 

“But what does it mean?” Flowey asked, frustrated. 

The three were so busy musing over the log entry that they didn’t even notice Sans 
finished his phone call and turned back towards them. He looked more annoyed than 
anything. “Keep gettin’ calls from this unknown number and then it’s nothin’ but static...” 
He pocketed his cell phone, and gave them a look of surprise. “Geez louise, don’t tell 
me you can read scientific font, too?” 

They gave him back the one tail wag as a means of saying “yes,” as with their previous 
game of twenty questions. They also whined, desperate for some explanation. 

A thought occurred to Sans, and he seemed to brighten up. “Say, pup...if you can read... 
can ya also write?” 

The dog’s ears perked up, and they wagged their tail furiously. Yes, finally! This could be 
their chance to get something across to Sans! Sans picked up on the hint, and pulled a 
pen out of his other coat pocket. He handed it down to them so that they could grab it in 
their mouth, and flipped over one of the log pages to a blank space. 

“Then here ya go! How ‘bout you get down what’s so important that you’ve been chasing 
me all over Hotland for it.” 

Despite having limbs and paws now, it turned out that actually writing was even more 
difficult without fingers. Flowey, still in control, suddenly found that practice he’d been 
putting in writing with his mouth to good use...and even then, it still took a lot more time 
and effort than any of the three would have liked. But after a lot of careful scratching at 
the paper, they got down what they figured was the most brief and important message 
possible: 

STOP GASTER 

They dropped the pen, and stared up at Sans expectantly. The skeleton just looked 
down at the writing with confusion...almost disappointment. 
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...I don’t get what ya mean, pup. What’s ‘Gaster’? 








The dog’s jaw fell open in shock. Out of all possible responses they could’ve gotten from 
Sans, this was the one they expected the least. 

What does he mean?! How does he not know who Gaster is? 

He’s the only one who remembered him in the first place! 

Does that mean that he’s not even here at all? Did we fail the mission? 

But... we’re here before the CORE implosion! 

Sans didn’t look like he had the time to sit and wait for them to finish an internal debate, 
as he sighed and scooped up the papers and blueprints off the floor. “Sorry to cut this 
short, pup...but I can’t help ya if you don’t give me much to work with.” 

The dog scampered about, trying to think of anything else to say or do, but all they could 
do was whine. “I know you’re worried, pup, but we’ve come too far on this to delay it 
now. Maybe once this experiment is done, and we’re all free...you can come back and 
we’ll have a much longer chat about what you know. Sound good?” 

Honestly, that didn’t sound good at all to them. But what could they even do about it? It 
seemed like all of their plans had been thrown out of whack. They ran back to the time 
machine, and then back to Sans, practically growling with frustration. 

“You better hurry along, pup. We’ll be starting up the machine soon, and this whole area 
won’t be safe for you. But you’ll know soon enough that it’s worked.” 

What do we do now?! 

Flowey, still in control, felt beyond frustrated at this. UGH! Let’s just GO! 

With that, the dog took off running back across the scaffolding, not even caring who 
noticed them along the way. They left Sans behind, suddenly looking a lot less sure of 
himself. He looked back down at the scrawled message on the back of the log entry, 
eyesockets furrowed. 

In his coat pocket, his cell phone buzzed once again. 
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Sans stopped by Toriel’s house again, as he had been doing almost hourly now. He just 
had to keep checking that everyone was still safe. He knew Papyrus at least was at his 
work for a few more hours. The others, however...well, that’s what he was here for. 

Sans was already nervous when he knocked on the door and didn’t receive an answer. 
Still, that didn’t stop him from walking in anyway, as he sometimes did. He stepped into 
the house, and was greeted with another eerie quiet...at least until Alphys spotted him 
from the hall and came running up, an empty dog food bowl in hand. She looked even 
more anxious and sweaty than normal. 

“Sans! I-I’m glad you’re here...l n-need to talk to someone.” 

Sans was immediately on edge. “What’s happening?” 

“1-1 was just over here to feed Endogeny, t-try and get them calmer, you know...but 
s-something’s going on with Toriel and I don’t know what!” 

Sans closed the door behind him and leaned in a little closer. He suddenly hoped that 
no one else was listening in on Alphys. “Something going on?” 

Alphys gripped the empty dog food bowl closer to her. “Frisk I guess said something to 
Toriel, it made her really upset, and Asgore got it out from her and he...I don’t know, he 
was a mess and he j-just left! They were arguing about something and he just ran up 
and left Flowey and all his equipment outside, and now Toriel hasn’t left her room and I 
think she’s crying...a-and I just d-don’t know what to do\” 



Truth be told, Sans didn’t know what to do about that either. He stayed silent, trying to 
figure out what Frisk could have done, but Alphys continued on. 

“Sans, I...I think you might be r-right. About Frisk. They’ve...they’ve just been acting 
strange! A-and I just...I hate saying it, b-but they promised me that they wouldn’t hurt 
Endogeny. I d-don’t think that Frisk would’ve even come back without Endogeny’s 
soul.” Alphys’ voice dropped into a hushed, frightened tone. “What if...y-you’re right 
and...it’s not really Frisk?” 




















































Sans just about collapsed into an exhausted pile of bones at having someone in the 
house finally believe him. “That’s what I’ve been saying! It’s not them!” 

Alphys’ eyes darted about, and her claws started putting scratches into the dog food 
bowl. “But...if it’s not Frisk...who is it?” 

To this, Sans had no answers. His own knowledge was already severely limited to just 
what he felt could happen rather than what did happen. At least, what happened in 
the timeline they were in now. And considering his previous encounters, he didn’t think 
he’d ever get a solid answer out of the Frisk imposter. But there was at least one thing 
he knew about. 

“L.dunno. All I know is that when they show up...everything goes wrong.” Sans 
suddenly felt very heavy, and he looked towards the floor. “Everything goes wrong for 
everyone, and I become powerless to stop it.” 

Alphys looked too desperate to be entertaining Sans’ refusal to act right now. “There’s 
g-gotta be something we can do!” 

“Like what? I don’t think Toriel’s in a state to hear this from me again right now!” 

“Sans...” 

Both Alphys and Sans nearly jumped out of their skin and bones respectively at a new 
voice. The two turned, and saw Toriel approaching them from the stairwell...she looked 
bedraggled and exhausted, her fur unkempt and her eyes tired. She seemed to be 
looking through the two of them, and for a moment Sans wondered if she actually was 
aware they were there or not. He and Alphys exchanged a panicked look, and neither of 
them responded for a moment. 

“Urn...we were...” 

But Toriel didn’t need to wait for a reply from them. “It is about Frisk, is it not? It is not 
really them. It seems more like...” Toriel trailed off, her breath catching in her throat. 

She suddenly seemed unsteady on her feet, and she put a paw against the nearby wall 
to try and keep herself upright. It didn’t seem to last long before she slid back down to 
the floor, her head in her paws. 

“I do not understand...! do not understand! Why is this happening?! Why, every time... 
do they keep slipping through my fingers?” Toriel choked back a sob. “I thought we were 
safe, that we were free. I just want Frisk back. I just want my child back. I do not want 
to do this again!” 

Sans and Alphys stared at each other with equal looks of terror. Both were used to Toriel 
being in charge, of reassuring them all when things went wrong. And now Sans knew 
they were both wondering...how were they supposed to reassure the former queen 
when she was practically having a breakdown? 

Alphys was the first to speak up, although quietly so, as she tried to build on the 
encouragement that Undyne had given her. “Toriel...it’s...it’s n-not your fault.” 

That just seemed to make Toriel sob even harder. Alphys made a few panicked motions 
between herself and Toriel, eyes locked on Sans. Sans was starting to feel pretty 
anxious himself, but tried to think of some way they could handle this. He mimed using a 
phone with one hand to Alphys. “Get Undyne and Paps over here!” he told her under his 
breath. Whatever they could do to try and help Toriel, he had a feeling that they would 
need the boundless optimism of those two more than ever. 
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As for himself, Sans swallowed and moved over to try and help Toriel up. It took her a 
little while, but she finally accepted his hand and he was able to get her back on her feet 
...while he still supported much of her weight by himself. “We’re gonna get this worked 
out! Just...you gotta hang in there while we figure out what to do, okay?” 

Toriel didn’t respond, but just nodded as Sans led her into the living room. There was 
only one thing he could think of to do in a crisis of this sort...and that was to tell jokes. 
“So...l got some new knock-knock jokes off the internet. Wanna hear ‘em?” 

Toriel nodded again, and gave a quiet and strained “yes.” 

Meanwhile, Alphys made her way to the kitchen and pulled out her cell phone. She 
barely managed to dial the right number, her claws were shaking so much. Finally, 
however, she got the number down and heard the line pick up. 

“P-Papyrus, it’s Alphys! I know you’re at work, but w-we really need your help here at 
Toriel’s...” 
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k and now 
here we are, and 
they've gone and 
turned me around 
and back to caring 
about the future 
again. 
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well, 


for starters... 
there's an 
observatory 
up on mt. kergall, 
couple miles 
outside the 
city. 


monsters 
get half-off 
admission there 
because they've 
been visiting so 
frequently and 
the numans are 
pretty happy 
about that. 




; )aJ, 


papyrus 
and i go up there 
every thursday. 
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next week, 
you wanna come with? 
you can get your f irst 
good look at mars. 
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...are those 

dog treats ya 

got there? 


N-NOOOO 


i ain't in 
a position 
to judge, 
anyway. 


well,yanno. \ 
times change. J 

f even without 
[ people like you 
V helping them. 



























he's adjusting, 
it'll take some 
time...but he'll 
get there. 
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i'll hafta tell paps 
to throw some of those into 
his next spaghetti experiment 


PON'T YOU 
PA(?£/ 


Y£AH/ VOU JU5T 
' ti?y eem eroa Ae a 

POO fO£ WHO-KNOIA/O-HOW 
v U0N6 ANP 600 If IT 
> P006NT... ^ 


/T WZP 06 ! < 
f WHON T 
UOAPOP MY 
6AV0 flUO TO 
OOMO SACK TO 
THO Pf?060NT.. 

WO W0£0 
OUT6IPO Of 
V TIMO ANP 
\ 6PAOO/ / 


I JUS+ 

canine resist 
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mean to rub your nose in it. 
you know my bark is worse than 
my bite, doncha?_^ 
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^ well...all ^ 
the dogs in that 
amalgam are 
accounted for 


your \ 
jumping around \ 
in the timeline 
must've...i dunno, 
copied another 
version of the SAVE 
file outside the 
timeline, and brought 
back the original 
version of the dog 
to where you 
\ started with / 
N V him. 


WNAT ABOUT 
HIMrV 


^ you all left a dog in a 
place outside of time ar\d space, where 
it could potentially access any point 
in time and space._ 
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with tons of 
knowledge of future 
_ events. 
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and you last left it 
with godlike abilities 
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TALES FOR THE 
PAST FIND FUTURE 

Truth or Dare 



With most of the adults out at a function that Asgore was involved in for the monster 
community, Frisk and Flowey had elected to have a night in together. They had since 
erected a small blanket fort...or rather, Frisk had built it while Flowey provided direction. 
Stocked up on comic books, snacks, drinks, cards and some dice, the two had 
eventually gotten around to a staple of blanket fort sleepovers: a game of truth or dare. 

Frisk took the dice up for another roll. To keep things a little interesting between the two 
of them, they decided that even numbers meant truth, and odd numbers were for dares. 
Two ones or two sixes meant the truth or dare applied to both. 

Frisk rolled onto the abandoned board game they had laid out, and came up with a 
seven. They thought to themselves for a moment for an appropriate dare for Flowey. 

“Dare! Okay, um...l dare you to...” 

Frisk glanced around, and noticed a box of dog treats the two had brought in. Turns out 
Toriel wasn’t all that fond on the two of them occasionally chewing on those, so they had 
to sneak those in for when she wasn’t around. Frisk grinned at Flowey. “...Dare you to fit 
ten of those in your mouth at once!” 

Flowey groaned. “Oh come on, that’s easy! And not even daring!” 

“Well, not every dare needs to be the worst, most embarrassing thing ever.” 

“Yes it does!” Flowey insisted. But he still reached out a leaf towards the box. “Here, just 
give me those.” 


Frisk handed them over, and Flowey grabbed up the box of dog treats and dumped ten 
of them into his mouth. It wasn’t too difficult a feat, considering his ability to dramatically 
alter his face shape. Still, it did make him look very silly. 
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Flowey attempted to respond to Frisk’s amused face, even with his mouth full. “Ah tuh 
guu uh cuffooet!” Frisk’s response was simply to grab their phone and snap a photo of 
him. This could make for some fun material later. 

Flowey rolled his eyes and spat out all but one of the dog treats, which he proceeded to 
chew on. He reached another leaf towards Frisk. “Okay, gimmie those dice. I’m raising 
the stakes, here!” 

Frisk handed the dice back to him, and he proceeded to roll them onto the game board. 
The dice clanked together, and landed with two sixes...a perfect twelve. 

“Woah ...double truth,” Frisk remarked, eyebrows raised. 

Flowey grinned, happy to get something more interesting. “All right! Okay, let’s see, truth 
for both of us...” He stopped and thought for a moment, and a sly smile crawled across 
his face. “Oh, / know. Truth for...the first person you ever killed!” 

Frisk’s casual smile immediately dropped, and they suddenly went very quiet, They 
seemed to slump over, and grabbed up a pillow to hug tightly to their chest, not meeting 
Flowey’s gaze. 

“Uh...maybe you should roll again? You can choose a dare...” 

Flowey shook his head. “Nuh-uh, you know the rules!” 

Frisk stole some small glances around, as if looking for a way they could get out of this. 
Nothing presented itself. They finally just gave a quiet reply of “...You go first.” 

Flowey rolled his eyes again. “Sheesh, fine, you big baby! We know we’ve both done it, 
so it’s silly to deny it. Okay, first for me...you know, believe it or not, I started real small. 
Just this single Froggit around the entrance to the Ruins. I wasn’t sure I could at first, 
you know? But I was curious, and I was thinking ‘well, it’s just one Froggit, who’s gonna 
miss it?’ And well, you know how that ended up going.” 

By now, Frisk had completely turned away from Flowey, nearly burying themselves in 
some of the leftover blankets and pillows for the fort. 

Flowey didn’t notice much at first. “Okay, I went first, so your turn! I bet it’s the same 
Froggit, isn’t it? I mean, the irony there is kinda funny when you think about it like--” 

“Jacob Bunker.” 

Flowey stopped for a moment, and blinked in confusion. He turned more to face Frisk 
now. 

“L.who?” 

Frisk’s voice was quiet and strained. “Jacob Bunker. The first person I ever killed.” 

Flowey stole a couple nervous glances around the fort. Suddenly this game seemed a 
whole lot less fun. He’d expected some of the usual banter they had talking about their 
experiences in the Underground, not...whatever this was. “Uhh...” 

There was a long pause before finally Frisk sat up again, still clutching the pillow. While 
their voice was still strained through it all, the story suddenly came tumbling out 
everywhere at once. 

“I was nine at the time. You know, Flowey...I grew up like you in a few ways. I found it 
hard to make friends. I really wanted to...but we moved around a lot. So no one ever 
stuck around. After awhile I stopped trying. 
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“I never spent much time with my family, either. They were always busy with work. 
Sometimes I think they forgot when I was in the house. Or they did know, and just 
ignored me. So I spent a lot of time playing alone. Which was okay most of the time, 
except...for Jacob. 

“I think my dad worked with the Bunkers, because they were always talking together. 
Maybe they expected us to be friends, too. But Jacob was only interested in making me 
miserable. He would stalk around me, knock over the toys I was setting up. Once I think 
he saw me flirting with a boy at school that I liked. He said it was gross, because he 
didn’t know if I was a boy or girl, and...l wouldn’t answer. So he just called me a freak. 

“I tried to tell someone, anyone what was happening...but no one took me seriously. 
Mom said that he was just teasing, that he was a boy that wanted attention and I just 
had to ignore him. Dad said I was exaggerating, and that was just the way boys played. 
My teacher said that this wouldn’t happen if I was just friendlier, that negativity bred 
negativity.” 

Flowey’s face just dropped further and further into a frown as Frisk cautiously went on. 
Clearly, he was already not fond of this kid. “One day, I was walking home from school 
and I saw him being mean to a new neighbor’s dog,” Frisk said. “It was barking a lot, 
and Jacob had this handful of rocks to throw at it. I hesitated at first, but...then he hit it 
in the side, and I couldn’t just watch. I yelled at him to leave it alone. 

“He just shoved me back, and I landed real hard on the pavement. Scraped my hands 
and knees. He yelled at me that I was a freak that needed to stay out of it. Said that the 
dog was ‘my noisy mother that needed to shut up.’ 

“That time...I went and told Mrs. Bunker what he did. I think she thought I was lying, 
though. Jacob was a good student and good at soccer. No one wanted to think he said 
those things...and he only said them to me. 

“A few days later, I was at this playground near our houses, by myself. I was playing 
some game or other just with myself...I had some action figures, some dinosaurs, and a 
pile of rocks to make a fort. I don’t remember all that I did for it...I just was sitting on 
top of the large playground set, by the slide. And then suddenly, Jacob was there, 
climbing up the playset ladder towards me. 

“He looked furious. The worst I’d ever seen him. He said he knew that I’d snitched to 
his parents. That I was a snotty creep. That I’d get what was coming to me.” 

Frisk hesitated even more, as if waiting for permission to continue. Flowey said nothing, 
but didn’t take his stare off of them. Finally, they spoke again. 

“I was just...l was so scared...so angry. I knew I was alone. No one was coming to 
help me. I hated it, and I just wanted to hurt him. 
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“I didn’t stop and think about it at all. I screamed for him to leave me alone, I grabbed 
one of the rocks I had close by, and I threw it at him.” 








Frisk stopped again, stumbling over each phrase as if it was a thorn pressing into their 
side every time. “1-1 don’t know...if it was on purpose or not anymore. It’s hard to 
remember. But the rock hit him in the head. He...he fell off the playset, and I’m not sure, 
but...l think he hit his neck on the side of it. I didn’t see but I heard this sound like a 
bang, or a crack. Like it sh-shouldn’t have been that loud. 

“And then I waited and there was nothing, I looked down on the ground and he was 
lying there bent wrong ways. That first time in the Underground, you showed me my 
SOUL...that wasn’t the first time I’d seen one. I saw one there, and it was orange. And 
then it was broken and gone.” 

Frisk swallowed, and buried their face again in the pillow, as if trying to muffle their own 
memories. “After that, everything was horrible, all the time. I cried, and told an adult. 
Adults were crying, adults were screaming, yelling at me. Said I shouldn’t go to school. 
The other kids wouldn’t feel safe around me. I said I was sorry, over and over, and they 
said it’s okay but they didn’t really mean it. I could tell. 

“And then a few days later mom and dad helped me pack a suitcase and we all got in 
the car together. I thought maybe they were going to put me in jail. That’s what you did 
with bad people who committed crimes, right? Well...it turns out if you’re a kid and you 
kill someone, they don’t put you in jail. They put you in an institution.” 

Here, a tinge of bitterness seeped into Frisk’s voice. “Some big gray building aways 
outside the city. It was supposed to be for kids that were too sick for their parents to 
deal with. I kept telling my parents that I was sorry for everything, that I wasn’t sick. 
That I didn’t want to go. They insisted that the people there could help me, that I just 
had to stay a year and then I could go back to school. They sounded...relieved when 
the nurse came and helped carry my stuff in. Signed a form, gave me a hug, got in the 
car, and drove away. 
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“That was the longest year of my life. I tried to make some friends, but...most of the kids 
there were deep into their own issues. Some were nice, some were mean, but I couldn’t 
relate to most of them. All of us were just...trying to face the world ourselves. We didn’t 
know how to help each other. 

“I don’t know if it was like kid jail or not. We got okay food, they let us outside to play, 
and we got to watch movies or play video games in the common room. I had to go to 
therapy three times a week. This doctor...he was always asking me if I was angry, or if I 
wanted to hurt someone. I always said no. Sometimes he believed me, but sometimes I 
don’t think he did. No one there ever asked me why I killed Jacob. I guess it wasn’t 
important. It wouldn’t change anything. 

“We had shared rooms. I remember lying awake once late at night, and my bunkmate 
asked me if I was scared. That’s where I heard the legend of Mt. Ebott. He told me not to 
worry about monsters under the bed, because they were all under the mountain. They 
couldn’t make you disappear forever unless you went and asked them to. 

“It took so long, for months just thinking over and over on what I did. But that year was 
finally over. The doctors said I was fine, that I could go home. My parents were 
supposed to come pick me up.” 


There was a long, straining pause that seemed to freeze the two in their blanket fort. 
Something that felt all too familiar to both of them. “But nobody came.” 



Flowey impulsively opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came for him, and 
Frisk continued on. “There was a nurse with me. We were waiting out in the parking lot 
for them. It was big and empty, and she was just looking at her watch and muttering 
about what could be keeping them. They’d arranged the day a week ago. I didn’t say 
anything. We waited there almost 45 minutes before she told me to wait outside; she was 
going to go get her phone and the receptionist, I guess to try calling them again. 
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“And that’s when I realized...my parents had lied to the doctors. They weren’t coming. 

No one was. I don’t know why. Maybe they had moved far away again. Maybe they 
thought things would be easier for them without me in their lives. Being a problem .” 

Frisk sighed as the final truth came out from their story. “And suddenly...going 
somewhere to disappear made a lot of sense to me. 

“So I ran away. Just left my suitcase and headed for Mt. Ebott. It wasn’t that far from the 
institution...I could make it up in a couple of days. The further I got, the more I felt... 
unsure. But it felt like there was nowhere else I could go, so I just kept climbing. It 
started raining at one point, and I went into this cave to get out of the rain. That’s when 
I first fell into the underground. 

“The very first time I died there, I was scared, but at the same time...a part of me 
wondered if this was what I deserved. But then I saved, and everything rewound. It’s 
almost funny...every day that year, I wished I could go back in time and undo what I did. 
And then, I could.” Frisk turned away from Flowey, their voice as quiet as it could be 
without being a whisper. “I guess that’s why they say be careful what you wish for.” 

There was another long moment of silence, as Frisk finally came to the end of their story. 
Flowey let out a sigh, “...yeah, I know. All those resets were kind of a curse in disguise 
for me, too.” 

Suddenly, Frisk pushed aside the pillow, reached over and grabbed up Flowey’s 
flowerpot. They hugged the pot close to them, nearly on the verge of tears. Flowey just 
looked panicked at this sudden motion. “Wh...what’re you hugging me for?! Not like 
I’m gonna be much comfort! You’re sitting here all sad, and I’m just thinking that bully 
deserved a big rock to the head!” 

Frisk hugged Flowey even tighter. “l-it’s...not that. You’re the only one who gets it. The 
only one who starts to understand. Flowey...you’re the only other one who knows why 
I climbed the mountain now. 

“Adults...adults like Asgore, or Undyne, or Sans...they’ve always got reasons, or excuses. 
They weren’t good reasons, but I could forgive them. B-but...it’s different. Killing is 
different, when you’re a kid. They don’t understand why. You do.” 

Flowey mulled this over in his head. He found he couldn’t really argue with Frisk on that, 
even from his position of feeling nothing. He slumped over a bit. “Just...golly. This is 
really unfair.” 

“What is?” 

“I can’t give you comfort here, but I don’t have a soul. So what’s the excuse for that 
bully or your human parents?” Flowey scoffed, looking bitter. “Imagine having a soul 
and not even bothering to use it. What a waste.” 

Frisk sat for a moment, thinking his words over. They still didn’t stop hugging the 
flowerpot. “Promise...you won’t tell anyone about this?” 

Flowey made a motion with one of his leaves as if he was zipping up his mouth. “Duh! 
This is our fort, right? What gets said right here, stays right here.” 

For the first time since starting their story, Frisk cracked the beginnings of a small smile. 
They didn’t say anything, but that unspoken thank-you could still be felt. Flowey leaned 
in to the hug. 

“Double truth.” 
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TALES FOR THE 
PAST FIND FUTURE 

Flowey’s Birthday 



Flowey was dozing in Frisk’s room when a sudden loud banging sound startled him 
awake. 

He blinked in the bright sun streaming through the window. His flowerpot was situated 
on the nightstand by Frisk’s bed, as it always was. However, the rest of Frisk’s room had 
undergone a number of changes...slowly morphing from the room of a child to that of a 
young adult. The bed was bigger, the room was a little neater, the toys had long been 
shelved or given away at the school, and most of the kid shows posters had been 
removed. Mettaton’s signed posters were still up, though. 

The banging sound came again, followed by voices. It sounded to Flowey like they were 
in the backyard. Flowey strained to pick them out, muffled as they were by the shut 
window...it sounded like Alphys and Undyne, perhaps? 

“Hey, where should I put this part? It’s really heavy!” 

“R-right over there, I’ll just uh.Jet me get the blueprint so I can connect—c-careful, 
Undyne!” 

“I got it, don’t worry!” 

This was followed by another heavy thumping noise, and what sounded like a squeak 
of anxiety from Alphys. Flowey’s gaze narrowed, and he became curious. Just what 
were those two doing out there? 

He strained hard to look, but couldn’t see out the window from his spot on the 
nightstand. Unless he dragged his roots all the way out of the pot, there was no way he 
could actually see what was making all that racket, and he wasn’t in the mood for Toriel 
to scold him about creating a mess. Flowey slumped over in his pot as the sounds went 
quieter. Some days, being stuck like this was very, very difficult. 

“Happy birthday!!” 

All of a sudden, Flowey found himself hoisted up into the air as Frisk jumped up behind 
him and grabbed up his flowerpot, spinning him around in a circle. Flowey barely had 
time to recover from the surprise attack, and he shook himself out, dazed. 

“Wha...whose birthday?!” 

“It’s yours!” 
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Flowey gave Frisk an incredulous look. They certainly had grown a lot taller...their hair 
was down to their shoulders now, and the striped shirts of childhood had been 
exchanged for more varied fare years ago. But those stoic eyes remained the same, even 
as they were smiling at him. “No, it’s not,” he insisted. “I thought I said no birthdays for 
me. 

“Well, fine. How about it’s cake and presents just for you day?” 

Flowey’s expression turned skeptical as he stared at Frisk, trying to parse out their 
meaning. “...Why?” 

“There’s something I’ve been planning for awhile, and...today seemed like a good day.” 

Flowey remained skeptical, but the promise of cake, presents and attention in return for 
no effort on his part seemed like a good enough deal. “I can live with that.” 

Frisk nodded, apparently satisfied with this response, and took off into the hall and down 
the stairs with Flowey in tow. He barely managed to hang on, losing some of the soil in 
his pot in the process. Maybe Frisk would get the scolding after all. 

Finally, Frisk made it downstairs, where Flowey found a whole setup in the living room. 
The dining room table had been moved into the middle of the room, and the chairs had 
been pushed aside to make room for everyone. The whole place was decorated with 
streamers and banners with pictures of flowers on them, and a stack of large presents 
plus a beautifully-decorated cake sat on the table. All the monsters they knew best were 
gathered around the table...Asgore, Toriel, Sans, Papyrus, Napstablook, Mettaton, and 
even Monster Kid...although now he was more Monster Teen. Papyrus was dressed in a 
ridiculous birthday outfit, complete with fashion pinatas and bobblehead headband with 
flowers on it. Flowey felt a bit of panic again...this was perhaps way more attention 
than he was expecting. 

All the monsters immediately noticed when Frisk entered, and all shouted out “HAPPY 
BIRTHDAY!!” 

Flowey recoiled a bit. “It’s not my birthday!” 

Suddenly, the remaining monsters entered in from the backyard: Undyne, Alphys and 
Dr. Gaster. All three looked a little flustered, with Gaster quickly pocketing a handful of 
weird-looking notes. Undyne looked sweaty, like she’d been engaging in some heavy 
lifting, and Alphys sported a couple of fresh grease stains on her lab coat. 

Undyne noticed that Frisk and Flowey had already entered. “Are we late? Oh well, 

HAPPY BIRTHDAY, PUNK!” 

Flowey groaned. “It’s not...UUUGH. Whatever!” 

“Just go with it!” Frisk said, offering him an encouraging smile. With that, they plopped 
Flowey’s pot down on the table, in front of the cake. Upon giving it a closer look, he 
realized that instead of traditional candles, the cake sported a long line of number 9 
candles. His face scrunched with annoyance. 

And it seemed that Sans was responsible for the candles, as he noticed and spoke up. 
“So none of us know how old you are, so I just grabbed a buncha ‘9’s from the dollar 
store. I figured it’d cover every possible age.” 

“Appropriate,” Flowey grumbled. 

“You gotta make a wish before you blow out the candles, Flowey,” Frisk said. 
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Flowey shot Frisk a look. They really were acting a bit more secretive than usual. Still, 
he decided to play along. He sighed, and blew out the long line of number 9 candles. No 
use making wishes, but whatever, at least it made Frisk and all their friends happy. 

And now for something that he at least could get more pretend enjoyment out of. “Okay, 
candles done! Birthday flower gets first bite of Toriel baking, here!” 

Without waiting for anyone to actually cut a slice, he leaned forward and took a massive 
bite out of the cake. However, just as he started chewing, Toriel spoke up: 

“Well, actually...Papyrus was so excited about this celebration that he insisted on 
baking the cake, Flowey.” 


Papyrus looked ecstatic, with his little flower bobbleheads bouncing around. “Yes! I, 
master chef and baker Papyrus, have perfected my greatest creation just for this 
momentous occasion...spaghetti cake!” 



Flowey’s face immediately dropped, and the rest of his face and petals went as green as 
his stem. He took another glance at the cake he’d bitten into, and yup...that was 
definitely layers of noodles, tomato sauce and garlic peppers underneath the heavy pink 
strawberry frosting. Flowey managed to swallow down the bite he had, although it left 
him with a ‘passionate expression.’ Frisk just looked amused. 

Papyrus seemed thrilled at Flowey’s reaction. “Ooooh, I knew you’d like it!” He looked 
around at all the other monsters present, eager to share his creation with everyone. 

“Who else wants a slice?” 

“No time for THAT, we gotta get to presents!” Undyne declared loudly, and swept the 
cake off the table with her arm. It went crashing into the wall, splattering tomato sauce 
and pink frosting everywhere. Toriel’s eyes twitched at the mess, although she didn’t 
say anything, and Asgore took a careful step back from her. Papyrus didn’t seem too 
bothered...Undyne was always the sort to get overexcited, and there were plenty of 
noodles left in the kitchen to bake another! 

“Yeah! I’m so excited about presents!” Alphys said, and Flowey stole another suspicious 
glance at her grease-stained coat. 
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Monster Teen stepped forward, holding up a large present with his tail. “Yo, here, I’ve got 
one!” He carefully set the present down on the table, and stepped back so Flowey had 
space to open it. 

Now this, Flowey could get behind. Presents were always something good, and at least 
outside the underground, they were also always a surprise. He’d gotten fairly good with 
using his leaves to do things, and Monster Teen wasn’t that big with wrapping either, so 
it was easy enough to get off the wrapping paper. And inside was...a skateboard. 

“I’ve got one just like it, and it’s great!” Monster Teen said. “Really useful for getting 
around without arms!” 

Flowey regarded the skateboard with a deadpan expression. It at least had some cool 
thorns painted on it, but... “It’d probably be even more useful with legs, wouldn’t it?” 

Monster Teen stepped away, looking a little embarrassed. “Uh...yeah, I guess. Urn... 
well...y-you could tape your pot to it to get around!” 

“Yeah, sure,” Flowey mumbled, and pushed the skateboard away. Well, it was the 
thought that counted, right? Or something like that. 

Papyrus waved his hand in the air excitedly. “Oh, me! Let me go next!” 

Flowey groaned, but before he could object, Papyrus pulled out his present and put it 
on the table in front of Flowey. It was long, flat and rectangular, so at least it didn’t seem 
to be spaghetti again. Intrigued now, Flowey pulled the wrapping off. It was a keyboard. 
He stared back up at Papyrus as if to say ‘really?’ 

Papyrus smiled back at him. “Now you can play all of the most melodious tunes you can 
think of! And if you can’t think of any, I can teach some to you!” 

“All the most melodious tunes I can bang out without any fingers, I guess,” he replied. 

Another awkward silence followed. Toriel, Asgore, Alphys and Gaster in particular 
seemed to keep exchanging glances with each other. However, Papyrus seemed 
determined to keep the entire party positive. “Not to worry, Flowey! This human piano is 
so advanced that you don’t need fingers to play music for it!” With that, he reached 
forward and pressed the demo button on the keyboard. It proceeded to belt out a dinky 
little rhythm demo tune. 

Flowey was not impressed. “Real fun, Papyrus.” 

“Wowie, I knew you’d love it!” 

Flowey pushed the keyboard a bit away, and looked desperately towards some of the 
other monsters present. He focused on Asgore. While it had been extremely tough for 
Toriel and Asgore in the months after he, Frisk and Greatest Dog had rescued Dr. Gaster, 
they were at least understanding and tried their best to be sensitive to his needs. 
“Asgore! You’ve gotta have something practical for a flower, right?” 

Asgore suddenly looked very nervous, and he rubbed at his blond hair. “Uhh...my 
contribution is a bit, ah...insubstantial. I think it’d be better if the part I was involved in 
were saved for last.” 

Sans, who’d been looking half-asleep through most of the party, finally spoke up. “Here, 
Flowey, I picked up a couple extra things while I was getting those candles at the dollar 
store.” 

He walked over to Flowey, and proceeded to adorn him with his dollar store gifts, 
describing each as he went. 
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“Got ya some finger puppets...this porcelain goat playing football...and oh yeah, novelty 
squirting flower.” 



By the time he was done, Flowey found a series of googly-eyed finger puppets stuck 
on his petals, a porcelain football-playing goat in his pot, and a squirting flower looped 
onto one leaf. This was, needless to say, getting a bit ridiculous for him. “Anything 
e/se?” 

At this, Mettaton spoke up, gesturing to himself. “Oh! I almost forgot my gift to you, 
Flowey...” 

Mettaton proceeded to sprawl out onto the table in front of Flowey, knocking most of 
the other presents out of the way. He struck a dramatic pose with one of those perfect 
legs high in the air, and with a rose between his teeth. “MOI~~!” 

Flowey regarded Mettaton with a deadpan expression. “What’s your return policy?” 

Mettaton huffed, and executed a perfect flip off the table. Flowey wasn’t even sure what 
thought he was supposed to be counting here. Another awkward silence followed, this 
one even longer. Finally, it was Alphys that broke it. 

“H-hey, uh! There’s...! mean m-most of us here have something else for you, Flowey! Or 
well...I’ll let someone else who’s better at explaining... It’s, urn...it's gonna take some 
preparation, so...Net’s go do that now!” 

There were those knowing glances again. Asgore, Toriel, Alphys and Dr. Gaster all 
proceeded to vacate the living room. The other monsters set to work cleaning up the 
mess of presents and cake all over the place...or at least most did, while Sans elected 
to just keep watch from the couch. Frisk picked up Flowey’s pot, and thankfully started 
to remove the dollar store gifts from it. They walked back towards the kitchen, where 
stacks of cake frosting and spaghetti were still left from Papyrus’s baking endeavors. 
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Flowey sighed. He knew at least that he could be completely honest with Frisk. “Geez, 
Frisk...this is why I said no birthdays!” 

“You didn’t like any of the gifts?” Frisk asked. 

Flowey shook his head out as Frisk pulled off the last remaining finger puppet. “I can’t 
even appreciate these thoughts counting. I mean, you saw how they all looked! Trying 
to smile even though everyone knows I can’t really feel any appreciation, so it’s just 
awkward. I’m really doing my best to live with things as they are, but that doesn’t mean 
I need extra salt in the soil.” 

Here, some of the amusement dropped from Frisk’s tone, and they seemed genuinely 
thoughtful...and grateful. “I’m sorry, Flowey. I know all these years have been tough on 
you. I just wanted to say...thanks for sticking them out with me. For being someone I 
could share the hardest things with.” 

Despite Flowey not being thrilled with this birthday deal so far, it was hard to blame Frisk, 
or their earnestness. “Yeah...thanks for that, too. I guess it’s the best I can do right now.” 

“Well...maybe things can change for better in the future.” 

Even if he could no longer predict every single thing that happened to them with life on 
the surface, it still didn’t seem like much changed to him. And Frisk was starting to 
sound a bit enigmatic again. “Like how?” 

At that moment, Undyne stuck her head into the kitchen, and motioned with her hand for 
Frisk and Flowey to come elsewhere. Frisk nodded, and picked up Flowey’s pot again, 
following her towards the backyard. “Well...there’s something I’ve been working on, for a 
very long time. Years, actually.” 

Now this, Flowey found hard to believe. He narrowed his eyes at Frisk. “You’ve been 
working on something for years and managed to hide it from me?!” 

“Well, it also wasn’t just me.” 

The two finally made it to the backyard, where Alphys, Undyne, Gaster, Asgore and 
Toriel were all waiting. Flowey’s eyes widened in surprise...there was something huge 
situated in the middle of the yard. It was covered by a brown tarp, and considering its 
odd shape, it was impossible to work out what exactly it was. However, he thought he 
saw faint colored lights shining within. He turned back to Frisk with confusion. This 
must’ve been what he heard Alphys and Undyne doing, but...what was this? 

Alphys spoke up as the two entered. “H-here’s the last gift! Well okay, actually, uh...gift 
is kind of the wrong word for it. This is, um...p-pretty unconventional...and kind of 
situational. You, uh, you don’t have to accept it! B-but we’ve all put a lot of work in...so...’ 

“Alphys is right, this isn’t really a gift. It’s more of a promise,” Frisk said. “A promise 
that we’ll both need to make, to each other.” 

Flowey couldn’t figure out how to respond. With no other fanfare necessary, the two 
scientists present backed up on either side of the object and finally removed the tarp... 
revealing a large contraption. It took Flowey just a moment to realize that it was a 
smaller, sleeker, modified version of the determination extractor from the lab...the same 
machine he’d taken advantage of in one reset. The base wasn’t quite so scary and 
skull-looking, although it still had a similar design. There was an open shelf at the top, 
fed into the rest of the machine via a series of tubes, just large enough for a flower pot 
to fit in. But most importantly, attached on the sides and front of the device were seven 
containers, each with a colored human soul inside. It wasn’t the same complete set of 
colors as he had used before...two were green, two were dark blue, and the remainder 
were yellow, orange and purple. 









Flowey’s eyes widened, and he looked frantically between all the monsters present. 
After all that had gone on with the human souls in the underground...how could they 
have seven more here now? “Wh—! When...why’d you take these human souls?!” 

Toriel and Asgore stepped forward, both of them starting to look emotional. It took a bit 
for Toriel to speak up first. “Flowey...these were all donations.” 

Frisk hugged his flower pot tight. “That’s why it took us such a long time to find seven. 
Humans, when they die, sometimes they agree to give up parts of their bodies to other 
humans that may need them to survive. But even with that, it’s ...pretty hard to find 
someone willing to donate their soul.” 

Flowey found himself absolutely flabbergasted. Frisk’s explanation might have made 
some sense, but that still left him with a ton of questions. All he could manage was, 
“People...gave you all of these?!” 

Toriel nodded. “Yes. Some were from humans who were old and had reached the end 
of their lives and just wanted to leave a lasting act of kindness. Some were from those 
who suffered an accident or illness. Some were from parents who lost children very 
young, and wanted to give them a second chance.” She shot a subtle glare in Asgore’s 
direction. “But all of these were given peacefully, with the humans’ full consent.” 

Asgore looked a little nervous, even as he agreed with Toriel. “Yes, of course! You see, 
we’ve made quite a number of contacts with human hospitals and other centers over 
the years, through the embassy, and...well, you must know we were very discrete 
about this. We didn’t want the humans thinking that asking for souls was something 
monsters normally expected. We made it clear this was, uh...a special case.” 

“I hope you’ll consider this a small repayment for what you and Frisk and the dog did 
for me,” Dr. Gaster spoke up from one side of the extractor. “Frisk asked me some time 
ago if I was capable of modifying the original designs for this device...and for that, I 
sought Alphys’ help, considering she had already improved on some of what I did 
originally. We designed this version together.” 

Undyne jabbed a thumb at herself, grinning toothily. “I helped put it together!” 







Flowey looked completely overwhelmed. He looked between all of them...the scientists, 
the Dreemurrs, the device with the human souls, and then back to Frisk. “I...I just...” 

Frisk lowered their voice a little so that they were speaking just to Flowey. “I know it’s not 
quite the same as having your own soul back. But...you’ll be able to feel love and 
happiness again. You won’t be stuck as a flower anymore. 

“But Flowey...if you do take these souls, you’ll have all the powers of a god again. 

You’ll be able to do anything you want. But this is still a promise that has to come from 
you. You know from experience that if these human souls don’t like the way things are 
going, or how you use their power, they can rebel against you. You’ll lose everything... 
we’ll never be able to find enough humans to trust you with their souls again.” 

Flowey felt his voice waver. They both remembered full well previous times when Flowey 
had obtained six or the equivalent of seven souls, and what it had nearly done to 
everyone and everything. “Then ...why did you go through all this trouble, for me? I...I 
could just ruin everything all over again!” 

“We’ve all worked hard to do this for you, because...! trust you. After all we went 
through together, and after we got back here with the dog and Gaster.J trust you with 
this kind of power now. Just promise me, and promise these souls...that you’ll be the 
kind of person I know you want to be. Maybe not Asriel as you were, or Flowey as 
you’re now...but something more that’s grown out of both. I know that it won’t be easy, 
and there’ll be times you make mistakes. But I’ll be here, so we can help each other, like 
we have so far. Can you promise me this?” 

Flowey thought hard to himself, trying to process what he was even capable of feeling. 
Part of him wanted to say no, to run away from all of this and just keep things as they 
were. The thought of being able to feel everything again, to do everything as he had 
normally, was scary enough...but knowing how much Frisk and these humans and 
everyone else were now depending on him, how badly he could screw things up if he 
chose to abuse his power...that was even more frightening. It wasn’t like he even 
deserved this length of kindness in the first place. 

But still...Frisk’s smile remained encouraging. And the thought of even such simple 
things...being able to appreciate stupid gifts like a skateboard, or some finger puppets, 
or a spaghetti cake, to say thank you and truly mean it...perhaps, there were risks worth 
taking. 

“I promise.” 

Frisk gave Flowey a nod, and another quick hug, before approaching the device. They 
carefully placed the pot into the top base and took a few steps back. Flowey soon 
discovered that there were seven ports built in where he could grow his roots toward 
the seven souls. He took a deep breath, and concentrated on taking in the souls...the 
machine was his go-between, but still, he had to put forth the effort himself. He had 
done this sort of thing before, but even now it still felt new and frightening. 

The souls reacted to the contact, glowing brighter, and the device in turn began to fill the 
whole area with light. The others present all shielded their eyes as the light grew brighter 
and brighter, completely enveloping Flowey until he vanished into it. He felt a sudden 
incredible rush all at once...of power, of ability, of emotion, of lives and voices as he took 
in the souls. Through trying to withstand the incredible changes, he felt seven different 
presences hit him all at once... 
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I’m Josiah. My life was long and good. I wanted the last thing I did to be something kind 
for someone else. 

I’m Fiona. I was born very sick. Mommy and daddy said I could live another healthy life if 
I was good and shared. 

I’m Caleb. I died in an accident. I’ve always found monsters interesting, and I want to 
experience a new perspective. 


I’m Yuri. All I ask is that some time you go and see my children, and spend one day with 
them. 

I’m Ethel. I’ve seen my children’s children grow up happy, and all I want is to give one 
more life that happiness. 

I’m Katie. I’m happy to not be sick anymore. I hope you’ll be happy, too! 

And then all of a sudden the rush ended, and Flowey felt his feet -actual feet!- touch 
down on the grass. The light cleared away completely, and he found himself beside the 
now-empty device. Flowey looked down at himself, and found his usual paws, his 
striped shirt, and felt his floppy ears at his head. The first form he could think to go back 
to with the power he had. 

“I...I’m me...” 

The rest of the monsters stood in complete awe. Frisk ran forward, grinning ear to ear. 
Flowey almost ran up for a hug, before he realized that there was a bit of a discrepancy 
here...he’d reverted to his normal little kid form, while Frisk was 19 and quite a bit taller 
now. He gave them an embarrassed smile. 



“Ah...this is a bit awkward. Give me just a sec!” 

Godlike powers meant that, well, he could look however he wanted. So he concentrated, 
and in a flash of light, made himself look taller and older in order to match Frisk. His 
clothes were different, although not an imitation of the robes that Toriel and Asgore used 
to wear. His hair was grown out and wilder, partially obscuring one of his eyes, and his 
horns had started to grow in. “Well...what do you think?” 
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Frisk almost laughed. “Who cares what I think! How do you feel?” 

“L.yes!” 

‘“Yes’?” 

Flowey jumped the rest of the way forward and embraced Frisk in a full hug. He couldn’t 
even stand to articulate everything he was feeling now...happiness, gratitude, confusion 
and curiosity, the emotions of souls echoing to him and he in turn echoing back, and 
awe at being able to experience all of it again. “Yes! L.can fee/!” 

“Then I hope it’s a good feeling.” Frisk leaned in tight to the hug. He felt shades of the 
last time they’d embraced like this, except now everything was different, almost painful, 
but in entirely new ways. 

“1-1 dunno! I just...Frisk! Everything you’ve done! I didn’t deserve this.” 

Frisk didn’t need to refute him...they both already knew that none of that mattered. “You 
might be a god now, but...I hope most of all that you stay a friend.” 

“That’s all I’ve ever wanted.” Flowey felt moisture building at the corners of his eyes, and 
he quickly wiped it away. “Ha...1-1 can just imagine what Chara’II have to say to this...” 

“Well...you also know that you won’t be able to keep these souls forever. Some day you’ll 
going to have to let them go too, so they can get to their own friends and family,” Frisk 
mused. “So...what do you think? In seventy years or so, we go double surprise arrival on 
Chara?” 

At this, Flowey couldn’t stop that moisture from turning into full tears, even as he smiled 
through them. “Deal.” 

The two pulled away, giving space for the other monsters to all approach and embrace 
him as well. First and foremost, however, were Toriel and Asgore, who ran up and 
enveloped their son in a gut-crushing hug. Both were already even deeper in tears than 
he was. 

“I...I never thought we would see you like this again, Asriel!” Asgore managed to choke 
out through his tears. 

“Years going through this...l have just...” Toriel stopped in the middle of her ramblings, 
as if a thought suddenly occurred to her. “Is it all right with you if we call you ‘Asriel’ 
again?” 

Flowey paused. While he was more than ready to leave the name and the persona of 
‘Flowey’ behind, he didn’t really think he could just go back to being ‘Asriel,’ either. It 
felt like too much had happened to assume he was the same as before, even with his 
ability to feel restored. “You know...I’m not sure yet. Give me a little time to figure it out, 
okay?” 
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Toriel didn’t hesitate in her response at all. “Of course. Whatever it is you need, and 
whoever you want to be, we will be there for you!” 








Completely covered as he was in his parents’ enormous hugs, he almost didn’t notice 
the remaining monsters from inside the house come out to join the rest of the party. All of 
them came up to give him congratulations and another round of hugs, although Papyrus 
looked a bit curious. 

“Wowie, Flowey’s got a new body!” He scratched at the side of his skull. “...You know, 
somehow I was thinking that much soul power would involve more lasers and rainbow 
wings.” 

Sans looked pretty satisfied, as though his last-minute trip to the dollar store had been 
the lynchpin to this whole endeavor. “So buddy, this surprise party work out for ya in 
the end?” 

He grinned back, ear to floppy ear. “Best birthday ever!” 
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The first ever page of sketches I did for DOFP! Was just trying 
to work out a whole slew of ideas at once. fl lot of them ended up 
in the final product, but some didn’t. 


























I had some difficulty working out how I wanted Godmode Frisk 
to look, particularly with the hair and robes. This page also 
included some other random sketches...Queen Toriel didn’t end 
up in more than one panel, though. 
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n color version of Godmode 
Frisk. This was originally 
done in response to an ask, 
but 1 ended up using it 
later just for my own 
references. 



R rough layout I drew up for 
Toriel, Frisk and Flowey’s house. 
...Unfortuantely, this was after 
1 realized there were continuity 
hiccups in the backgrounds 
between parts. 

This is why you should always work 
out layouts and floorplans first* 
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I was pretty nervous about how to approach drawing 
Chara in Frisk’s body, so I did a series of expressions 
to try and practice. 

However, I think Chara ended up changing quite a bit 
by the end of the comic anyway. 











The original cover image 
that I drew for the comic, 
sans the text. While 
painting elaborate covers 
is fun, I wanted to stick 
with something simple 
that still got the storg 
idea across. 


The final photo painted for the last page, without 
the frame and surrounding envrionment. 



443 






These quick sketches were done after 
the True Lab Origins conic, showing 
what became of Reaper Bird and 
Lemon Bread and their families. 















































These sketches were messing around with ideas both for the 
eventual Chara Origins comic, and for the extra post-story 
content. I was originally planning to do comics for both ‘Truth 
or Dare’ and ‘Flowey’s Birthday’, but after the long comic with Chara 
1 realized it would be too lengthy a project. So, quite a few things 
didn’t get in. 

Also, 1 liked the idea of ‘new’ flsriel having that boy band hair so 
much that 1 included that in the final version* 
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Since the Chara Origins conic involved so many new characters and 
new locations, 1 had to do some designs and layouts for both people 
and places before starting. 



R color palette sample that 1 used for coloring Chara Origins. 

1 find it a lot easier to work from palettes for coloring, although 
figuring out the best wag to create them is always a challenge 
for me. 
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Because everyone needs some 
more tiny baby Rsriel in 
their lives. 











So if we follow the 
trend of white dogs 
with godlike powers 
here, this means that 
we should be getting 
this sort of thing 
all the time... 

P.S. Please plag 
Okami, it's reallg 
great. 


toy* 





















hemes!! Get your kinda likewarm memes! 



R very happy 
Greatest Dog! 



Gaster Blaster receives 
some cookies and condolences 
after getting his mouth stuck open. 
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...and ThAT 

is JOMe 
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This is most likely 
about the dog treats. 



Somebody made the 
‘Sonf lower" joke. 



Trust Flowey to make 
fun of it, though! 



fl couple of teens with 
some bad habits, gettin’ 
up to no good. 


t|5Z 
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nCKNOHLCDECMENTS 


Thank you so much for reading through this fan comic* I’ve honestly been 
blown away by the positive support I received while making it. It means 
the world to me that so many people liked my crazy fan stories this 
much. It was enough to motivate me into not only finishing all these comics, 
but also compile them into one big bundle for everyone* 

I want to give a huge thanks to everyone that sent me messages, comments, 
encouragement and more while I was drawing this. I’d also like to give a 
shout-out to Rebmakash, Rasenth, and Harpiesiren, who were always willing 
to let me bounce ideas off of them and double-check my writing. 

Rnd of course, to Toby Fox, for creating such an excellent and thoughtful 
game in the first place* 


If you enjoyed my work, then please consider checking out my original 
webcomic ‘The Skybox.’ it’s a storyboard animatic-style comic that’s been 
running for almost four years now, and it updates every Tuesday morning. 

Vou can check it out here: www.skyboxcomic.com 

Or, if you feel so inclined, please check out the Patreon for The Skybox 
right here: https://www.patreon.com/theskybox 

Otherwise, you can follow me on social media or see more of my work at 
any of the following places: 

Tumblr - http://lynxyriffin.tumblr.com 
Twitter - https://twitter.com/lynxgriffin 
Instagram - https://www.instayram.com/lynxgriffin/ 

DeviantRrt - http://lynxgriffin.deviantart.com 
Picarto - https://picarto.tv/lynxgriffinarts 



THANK VOU??? 



